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M 01 tn UM !ud fricnda! Again n e greet ^ou ns revolving 
uiJijf’iH iiiditate, the close of another o\enlful year. 

llie “man} books” incesjantlj strcanuiig forth, 
jl i> toHif finny that “ Tne Motiisihs’ F»«yi>" keops on 
il> \\ t}. It 1-^ Moro that wo havo the grateful satU&otion 
li> ^tnte our cin-ubiion is mcn'asod;—a ploasnnfc proof^ 
tliil wo oort.nuo to m»*et the wants of IhobS for whose 
«.pici.il our little book goes foitU. As lime 

ii»]l oil, ivo'ils thicken; iieeebsily presses on Christian 
tnoi’'’. to ii'inister Mpiritual food, more particularly for 
Ihiw wlio are being foived to part with their youtJi to 
’.Kctlhe (iiri* requirements of horrid war. "We 
wiili tremhling as w’e remember in how many-s 
circle, (luiJDg the last ten years, wo have boon enabled 

V 

'0 circulate those lessons which, beneath the Divine 
blcbsing, may now bo exorcising a salutary influence on 
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njvioe 

coltag^ 





it 
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tsaiadB of many who are going or liavo gone furtli !,o 

strife, whilst sorrowing tnothers havo been taught 

W oonfide thoir loved ones to God, and to seek, by ear* 

n«4 prayer, for them lUs saving mercy. The numhor- 

leas Iwenes of danger so prevalent in this bin-stiidvcu 

Torld have all, wo trnst, been remembered in our pages, 

and provided for by auitable cautious, exhortation'), 

admonitions, and encouragements. Ilach ) car (U opens 

our sense of rosponsibilily, and quioLen^ our earnest* 

SOBS. Wc .are girding on our armour for I'eduubled 
$ 

effort. "We arc grateful to you for all iiasl fa^our8; 
but forvontly Implore continued, iuore.V'Iiig. cLlcitual 
co-operation. 

Decomber, 1857. 
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MOTHERS’ FRIEND. 


«A HAPPY NEW YEAH. DBAit MOTHBB— 

. IN HEAVEN !•’ * 

A iiAPPr uoM }car i4> you^ lOTiug siother^ imiUug 
amidst your Nouth^ul group of hnuscliold treasaM,* 
living joyousiv early »»uuehiiie I 

A happy now year io you, young u^olher, looking 
lovingly dovMi upou the loir youug creature tlml hua beca 
ientlu you during the pm*t year! Us liftlo eyes are 
gating gr.ncly into your^, aa if tryiug io uoderatand 
life’ct e*ar(y ^reeling. Vour i houghia aic going buck with 
gratitude, niui unlieiputiiig with joy the fvitiire; before 
another uow ytMtrN day h» will bavo learned to lisp your 
oaine. or, maybe, he will be—^but no, ue, wo will not* 
duKli your n^w year's morning with h shadow of the 
futuie. 

A happy new year to you, bereaved mother, though you 
sit uow with saddenod ]in>w pondering over the Tearful 
acmes the old yoitr lu*ojgiit; btiU uo aai, a ha^ipy new 
year to you! Yes, go ou, tryiug lo recall the feelinge 
when the passing spirit looked Its la^b on you; it will 
ease the btirdoued heart to weep awhile over the work oi 
the Jleap^r, i^oai h. Y ou kuow the uicauing 

Last 1 «>iirs Vk\i\i parUng dear one*> 

(That time* the lastesl spends), 
loLSt U'tirs 111 sileii 4 *o shed. 

Lust woids hslf uttered, 

looks of dying ijieods* 

% 
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Wbo bnt wonid fain comproafr 
A lile into a da; ^ 

The Is'^t du; ^prnt with ono» 

Wbo, pro to moiTow s snn, 

Mil'll leave uh. and ioi a^c 

Sot you must not huger too long, looking into thr- tomlw 
A toother cannot ho aeliibh; your dear one Mill spend a 
hAppy new year in hea^on, and you have much to he 
thankful for Sit down a momeut and count up your * 
rnemca. There are man^ suffering the very b-uue griefs 
u youraelf» mtti, perefaaneo, sery fev^ of yout^ nuiiuToua 
znercies to plac<^ aguiust thorn. 

Listen to a taJc of a now year’a cio.—In a narrow 
and dirty Ui)e stand many gloomy and dil ijuJaUd Iiouhcs 
Come ^ith Utf to one of the upper rooms there Tako 
care—tiic old stairs are croaking uud uioiddc rmg honoatli 
your foot—stop gcuth. it is » soIhum jd.ioi — a (Ljrk- 
wnjged augol is routing fh( re, and a mother is ]iisl j| )>m 
yondtT wrotehod room, Batching the (lying eounUnaneo 
of a fair young daughter; she is ui the sable gaib of 
widowhood, and hit Ihm pale check and delicate uhife 
handstcU us she wob not alBayn thus juibeiable. Oh 
no! life’s 0irly morning Biill her was all smiblnue, ntid 
the mnmage bells rang inoruly on lur Iniikil day, 
ahadownig Inrth the joy of lur young truhling heart, m 
she b^epped ligltfly over the flowers strewc d m her path¬ 
way,—*il as ! too ^oon emblems of her departed joys 

**ralo flowers* pale leii^hirig flowirn* 

Ycu tyi>es of piiiiuns thmgs, 

T>]wh oI tlio^ bettpi moniciits 
Thai iht, like litt s oign^motile, 

Un roiud, rapid viiurs* " 

Shadows soon appeared on her newMiome. Her tears 
foil over the graves of her household, and now bhe is boon 
in deep poverty, weeping lo anguish oier the lust of her 
frail band. There is no furniture in the room bavc ttxo 
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poor bed oti wliicli the beauliful girl an old cltair 

und a litlle table, on which a roahligbt sends a feeble nj 
out into llko darkucss; a book aud a bottle of medicine 
are on the innutoUahelf, and in the wide iire-place a fev 
embers are Hmoulderiug. 

The keen blast eweeps down the broken chiinm^i 
uiiikiiig nielaDcholy music, and causing the caudle to 
Ibcker, and east strange shadows into the dim oornors of tbe 
roniM. The siek girl has auuk into an uneasy slumber,—^ 
Die motlior kneels on the floor by her side, ga/iug on her 
chi I cl’s pale wasted faco,—gnwiually hcT broolhiug grew 
more' cpiiet, uad something like a smile stole over bor 
iuec*; the large bright eyes suddenly luiclofted, and the 
gti‘1 looi.ed up into the anxious face bending user her with* 
u bewildered, troubled guzo; then s)ie said, in a low tonOi 
“ A iv } <iii here, dear mother ? Then it was all a dream V * 
What were jou dn'ainuig, dear—c-an you tell me?’* 

in (cH‘l)le aeeciits, often iulcwuptcd by eoughing, the 
dung girl said, ** i thought, dear mother, that we were 
in our uwiiold home, and it was a now j-car’s e\o. You 
A'd r huit Arranged little tables, with pn^honts for Willie 
and MdV) and tfcorgc; aud. mamma, niytnblowas In 
iiu niiddie, witli a eloth upon it* 1 looked under, and 
llure vjH u beautiful crown, bright and glistening like 
iKo 111!; then ull the oilier things faded awu).uijd J saw 
Olds tlie crown, till 1 looked up, aud in tliCMiir nhore 
sscA* angels with eruwns like mine; and, uuilher dear, 
one the faces was my sistew Alary’s, aud one was dear 
litUe (leurgi'V; but, as J stretched out my himd.s to tliom, 
llu‘y floated awayaipwards to heaven, and they pointed 
10 iji\ crossII they rose, aud 1 thought they Rung, 
^SIkUt spirit, come aw ay!* Oh, mainnia! you will let 
Tnc‘ go!'’ The mother clasped the buruiug hand nf her 
luOdVi^d child, unsl while Iser ii*ars fell fast upon It, 
aiisss cj’od, Go ill peace, my child j thy mother will join 
tliee soon! ** 
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There was a few momHits’ silenec, Ihen tho dying girl 
asked for the BJbIi\ Her motiior took down iho worn 
▼olumo, Can Muv see to re«il, dear nioUjer ? andwiJJ 
you read me once more the 23r(l Psalm P'* The poor 
mother read, or rather wpeatcil, the awcot voraoa; and 
in trcninloua tones, bhe Logan the 14th of John* 
Her voice and her faith grew' atrooger as she went ou; 
and both the si ri ok on ones won' comforted. When she 
ceased tho mjucst was mado, ” Pray with m© again once 
more, mother.” She prajod, and Oo<I heard. aiuLgave the 
dying girl i) nine grace, and tho poor henri-hrokon motljer 
strength to hear this last trial. Just then a ciook tolled 
the hour of miduiglil—thc knell of the dopartiag your! 
,The dying girl dn'W her mother closer to her side, and 
whispered, *• A hnjipy now year, dcarDU)thcr—in fieavoQ 
Her breathing grew shorter ,—a few gasps^ anil all was 
over! Tlion i!io luulhorwilh gentle hand closed tho eyes 
and oompo^od the limbs of her deuriy beloved daughter, 
folded the sinaU whiU* hands upon )ut bosom, Rmootlied 
the soft brown hair, and ihen with h^worid lioad prayed 
that she might soon follow her darling. Tlio now year's 
sun fell upon the white face of tho dead girl, and on the 
bowed form of her bereaved mother. 

Oh! what a solemn stillneBs comes over cue's soul, and 
over the whole wateliing, waiting circle, as the hist 
breath departs, and the spirit of the loved one Ihcs aw'ay, 
beyond our koii. to the land which no mortal may know; 
in vain wc try to follow in iinaginatioo, and trace its 
flight. 'Tis mystery all! and we turn to our own oartli 
again to weep and wonder. Do you remember what you 
felt then, mother ? Will you ovei* forget tho dawn of 
that mornmg when it fell on the flicc of your dead child ? 
Husband'^lather—motber~ perchance you have seen 
such a day daw*n on all these dear onos-^dcad! WeU, 
you shaU meet thorn yet again. It is not all of Hfo to 
live here a few* short years; the dead—the dead ore 
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living still. An^ wc niectcMiing to Hjicnd “a happy new 
year in heaven,” if the cr}'come, “(lo ye out to oieot 
Him ? ” 

AUNT MARY. 

“ He Btayftli Hw rwi;»l» wiml in llio <Li> of the cut wind.” 

“Mothbii! Ubby won’t gntlier up tho wood, as you 
told him ; he says he don’t euro, too ! Ts ho not natighty^ 
molher’c’” “Yes, Li/zio, dear; .Ehby oFtoii makes my 
heart sad. ” “ Dues he, mother ? then Poljy will too; for 
sh*^ says she will only do whut Ubhy does, uud she says 
don’t care’too.” “ Diuis she? U-ll her to come to me. ’* 
'‘Yes, motljoi'; shall "Rhby como too?” “No, no; 
never mind Bbby.” Little liizzio Neale ran off, and. 
soon returned leading the pouting sister to receive her 
mothesr’s words of displeasiiro. “ Polly.” said Mrs. 
Neale, “ what is this 1 hear ?—that you say yon do not 
care, and will not gather tho wood?” “Kbby won't 
do it, mother, and be said, ‘ Don’t do it, Polly, for 1 
won’t.’ ’’ “All, Ubhy is naughty, and you must not do 
as ho does; go at niiec and gather nii Iho bits of wood 
into the woncUbosket.” “I will help,” said the littlo 
smiling Lizzie, aud the two children ran off to do their 
mother’s bidding; but why is not master ISbby ordered 
to do the work ? It S(n>ms Ac had the first order; ah, 
hcKiby hangs a tale. 

Ebby Neale was an only sun, aud he was nu indulged 
and mined boy from his very babyhood, giving hia 
mother more trouble than all the four little girls put 
together. At ten months ohi little master Ebby began 
to govern bis mother, and at two years old he ruled tho 
whole house. Many aud con.stant were the excuses his 
foolish parents in^do for Ids ill-manners and uukind tem> 
pers. When he tormented his little sisters, it was said he 
was “high-spirited, and would know better by-ind-by." 
'When be was sullen to strangers, and stood silently 
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staring at them^ like a sea frozen while a storm was 
racing, it was remarked that “ he was a liltle shy.” 
When ho snatched a present from your hand, as ono 
would tear a viper from an infant, the excuse was, “he 
did not like society, and did itot like strangers.” To say 
“ t \ion’t,” or “1 shan’t,” was a little matter iu his way, 
and to contradict and disobey hecn.edhis favourite employ* 
Jiiorils. Oil. what sorrows are such fathers and mothers 
as Mr. and Mrs. Nenlo treasuring up for future years, 
by allowing their children to grow up without restrain¬ 
ing aud guiding lovol ilow greatly arc eliildreii, thus 
'draeged up into life, disliked by all right*miii‘ded people, 
and how tiiiserable are the little creatures themselves! 
Wo marvel liow much “ iiiheivnt goodness” is scon nmni- 
festing itself in those little, tyranuical, scllibh, unro- 
atrnined mortals. 

It may be n<'ked, did the liltlo girls grow up witli the 
same lialeful propensities as master Ebby? No. Mr. 
and Mrs. Noah* were among the partial parents. Ebhy 
was the *’sweet” of the family; tho others were “only 
mc'b.” At times, indwd, tlie m.ither h.ul some trouble 
to prevent (lie gentlo little aibters from following Ebby’s 
OAninple, as the cireumstaiiccH opeiiiug our paper will 
show—but, generally, they felt tliat to rt'siat imbeiidiiig 
firmness was not easy; while the young ruling 1 rd of tho 
family had learued from ovperienee that a loud scream, a 
little kicking on the floor, and a iuw tears, could soon 
make liis lather and mother yiehl to his wibhes, lest, as 
they haid, “ the poor boy bhould injure himself by the 
unearthly lits that came over him!” Alas' they were 
indeed “ unearthly; ” for he vcsinnblod at such times the 
poor lad we read of who wsb posbcssed with a devil, that 
often threw him “ into the lire, aod into the w atcr--in 
the ono sad cose wo an' called to bympathibP with deep 
Bffiiction; in tho other, to charge the whole mlBchieCon 
t^e psTcnts, for their folly in ill-training. 
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DYING. 

Enter not lighUj I Know ye not, tbe place 
%V}iere yo would tread npon boly ground P 
An^Is attend the mossengere of grace 
Ministering to h dying mother tliore; 

soul Is horeriog on eternity; 

A monarch, to<^ K ihnv, with terror crowned^ 

And the God-nmn wlio died to save.'* 

I 

Tab shadows of oening fell on a sorrowing group, 
watching, waiting, praying around a dying hod. A 
lo\{ng, precious mother lay thei-e panting away her life. 
Severe and prntraetod had boon her sufferings, and the 
once energetic mind had so deeply sympathised with 
the pain*striuken body that she hud become, for some 
long tinie, a very child again, dependent on her devoted 
dauglitcrs for as much care as she h:id exercised over them 
in early inCmey. Amidst ihe pmus and inllruiittes of 
her suflbruig lii'e, she had ortcu boon heard to say, " 1 
want to go to Ifeavcn!—1 want to go to .Tesus!" Long 
hml slie Muitoil the approach of the bridegroom—behold ! 
now lie heralds his approaeh. 

For mail} hours, during this last night of her earthl}’ 
anguish, bhe seemed not to know tho gato io endless joy 
was o^xjning to iidinit her—at length sho awoke suddenly 
lotiie reality of her position, and eiclsiimcd, “Dying!" 
After this (to hor) delightful revelation sho spoke no 
more of paiub or suffering, but as her panting breath 
would permit, she uttered the cheering words, “All 
joy ”—lile&bed Jesus"—“ I’eace”—“Into thy liauds,” 
evidently iutenduig to finish the sentence. Her chil- 
dri'ii then repeated, “ Feai' not, 1 am with thee; " she 
added, “ Be not afrjiid;” then, as the parting moment 
viimc, with a countenance beaming with heavenly joy, the 
H})irit of tliis helovod mother was borne on angels' wings 
up to the scat of the EtcruoJ. 

n 2 
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^ Woop Qot for hor \ bhf is an augel fioa . 

And treads the ^pphirc floors of J'ai*9di<o. 

All clarlcQcss wiped ftoxa lior refulgent hro>^. 

Sin* nOTToWy siifToriug. baniRliod from her 
Victorious over death, to lier ajipears 
'rhe vutaedjnyh of hettveifb eternal )oaiv 

Weep not for licr * 

‘ Weo)> not for her t Imr memory is the bhrin^' 

Of ploaaant thoughts, hofios the bccni ot flowers 
Cakm as on windless ow the smi\ declmt. 

Swoet as tlio song of birds among the 
Rich as a riiiiihow. aiUi its hties of ligJit, 

Pure as the irtoonsliiue of nil autinun mght** 

Weep not (or her! 

** Weei> not for her! there is wo cause of w»h 
B ut rather nerve the sjiirit that it walk, 

Unsliriukuig. us tJte walked the ]>mb beioa 
And from curtirs low delilements kirp thiv‘ hriek, 

Ho, when n low {h»ol swerving yo.irs hn\t tlovrn 
SlieUl nice I tlw flt lusivou*s gate, nnd lead ther or 

Weep not lor her * 

Whowos this dying mother? God Ims a«*U(i, ^Hhosc 
who honour luo, 1 will honour.*’ Tlie truth of this de¬ 
claration W'oa manifest in the lost hours of Ihib excoUont 
woman—sho lived the life of the righteous, anil her end 
was peace. The world to her hod not been all sunshine, 
but her bright-beamiug eye anderer-cheerful countenance 
told tbo sciTet of internal peace, and hopes beyond the 
things of earth. She was ei loving and faithful u ife—a 
wise and affectionate mother—a sinci^rc and largi^-hearted 
jEneud—a deyoied lover of the sanctuary of her (kni—a 
comfort and joy to her pastor, always ready to cheer him 
amidst difficulties, and encourage him iu Iiis arduous 
^fi^^h^loTing and beloved in life—honoured and regretted 
in death—while life lasts, a beautiful, memory to all who 
knew her^ and a lovely embodiment of the religion of 
Jesus. 

She is gone to the grave, hak we dare not deplovo her. 
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' Those of UB who knew her in liappier days, often wept 
to behold her the wreck of herself—her feeble, suffering 
body pressing heavily on the mind that was wont to cheer 
others by its trusting piety and energy; yet that mind 
looking and waiting and longing for tlie rest of Heaven. 
Yet, however much our beloved friends may long for 
Heaven, wo shrink from the thought of the last farewell 
at tlio oi)en grave—even the tabernacle of clay is precious; 
but one thought alone cheers us here—it is, that these 
solitary places of the earth—these quiet homes of the 
dead—sha]l one day be changed in aspect. How, in a 
moment, will they become instinct with life—in that last 
drcjwl day, wliat myriads will spring up from lumoticed 
retreats! All the secret places of the earth shall be made 
to give up their dead, as well as the hidden caves of the 
mighty dec;])—no lonely rowiss shall be Ibrgottcn. 

Tho pious mother of Augustine said, as she drew near 
the shadowy vale, •* Place Hiih body where thou wilt- 
nothing is far from God; Ho will know where to find us 
at the rcsurrcolion.” "Wo may also believe and soy thi.‘ 
same. Lot us bo laid to rest among our dear ones—by 
mountain streams, imiuhabitcd plauis, or in ocean beds, 
it matters not; we shall still be subject to the mighty 
change—our dust shall be wakened to life on the bright 
morning of the ri'surrectiou—and this hope shall cheer us 
as wc doscGud in our pathway to tho tomb; and while wo 
weep over departed worth, we will rqoice in the eipec- 
tatiou of joining them in the home of the blessed. We 
know tho holy and the righteous are gono to a land of 
perfect happiness; and we know, too, that if we press 
onward in the footsteps of Jesus, we shall soon be for 
ever with them, where there is no more death. 

Dying;"—faa'owoll. ye enjoyments of lune, 

Yo oft have di'Hglited my Itoart: 

I (lie, to o.\(;)i{Ujgo you for scouhs more eublimo, 

And joys which shall never depart. 
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Dying’Tis “ all joy ye beloved ones, adieu! 

Your souls were oniwiiicd with niy own: 

We hhall moot in that home 1 now have m view, 
Wliore love—pure—immortal is kuown. 

‘Dying:"—but most poai'eful the vaUey I tread, 
'Farewell to a(niotinai< and jiain; 

My body shall rest now ui hope with the dead, 
b'or my Jesus slmll raise it again. 

Weep not that tho Saviocir has come to release 
Iho soul He i-odoemed with Ilia blood*; 

Remember, tlic watchword I loiivo you is “ 1 Vaco," 
As I pass to my .leans—my God 


GOING TO THi) SUNDAY SCHOOL; Oli, 

WHICH IS EIGHT ? 

“Mother, when shall I go to the Sunday Bchool ?" 
asked little AJico Eice. “ Indued, F don’t know,” replied 
tho mother; “ for when your sister Meleny went then* F 
was olvrays hearing some unjilonsuiit ruinurks from Iut.'* 
“YV’bat nhoiit, mother?” “Oh, why about keeping 
Sunday, and about getting things ready on Sulurdiiy, 
and iitl that sort of thing—meddling with other people’s 
busiuess.” “But mother, F would rather be at Su)id,iy 
school than be at home all Sunday, busy like ucL‘k-d.i\b. 
I never like my Sunday dinner, because 1 am tliiuldiig 
all the time about staying at home about il, to help ; aud 
sister JSiieleiiy said, God would be angry wilh us nliuqo- 
ther, because tho Bible says Sunday is God’s day.” 
“Get URay, do, Alice; you are getting as bada'<yoiir 
sister was—she has filled your head with noiiscnhc*.” 
“But, mother, sister was not iarf, was she? 'Wbeiishu 
was so ill, you kuow, oud going to die, she said all Iku* 
toaelier had told her at Simday school was truo~-wliieii 
is right, mother ?” 

‘'^Thcre, go away, Alice, do,” said her mother; “ and 
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psire some potatoes.” “Tes, njother, but will jrou let 
uic go to the Sunday school ?—I will pare a nice lot on 
j Saturday evening;—or, mother, don’t you mind how 
Tiicc they were when poor Melly mashed them on 
Saturday night ready for Sunday ? Do let mo go, 
mother.” “Aye—aye, by-and-by.” “But, mother, 
perhaps I may die too—and 1 a ant to know about dying 
and hcavou, like bister did; and the Sunday school is 
the plnco they learn all that—when shall 1 go, mother P” 
“‘Well, well,*—you must talk to your father about the 
matter ” 

Little Altbe did not fail to “talk to fatbei*” when be 
'rcLuimed from his work hi the evening. The father 
looked very c.xriK>btIy and somewhat anuoiisly at his 
little questioner, as she pixjssed her suit—then, patting 
her on the luad, baid, with much ieehiig, “ I }ia>eboen 
lUinking tor some time, my little lass, that it would be 
tar better for thee to b(‘ at the Sunday bdioul tban at 
home, elding nothing—or, what is worbe, breaking God’s 
iLiy; and I have ni} doubts, evcrsiuce poor Molly talked 
o me about catiug food that keeps pc‘ 0 ))]e all day Sunday 
Hoikuig to g(t it ready—1 bilievethctolisat the Sunday 
ihool .ire right, after all, and we aro all wrong” 

• Bless me’” i\cbimed Mrs. lliee, “ T do wonder what 
the world will come to next—we bhall all be paiwonB 
before long, 1 bu^ipose ” The following week found littlo 
V1 r( an attciitnc listener in the class at the Sunday 
>(.hool 


TilE J'hATlLEJl’S PAGE. 

It wjb oveiunj.'—the sdting smi gleamod through the 
open windows of a co^tagi'—there sat a father with the 
Bible hefoie him ;* its prt'Cinus promisi s were to him as 
■ii.mnj m the wihlemcss; he felt the bh'ssedneas of those 
lioly woids, imd he sought to make his chJdron love it 
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too. They were now gathered aroimd him, for it wa& the 
hour of family prayer; and aa he looked upon their youth¬ 
ful faces he know they would soon be scattered here .'tnd 
there, for they were poor, and must early toil for thoir 
daily broad ; but though poor lu thi& world’s goods, he 
■ought tij make them rich in heavenly wisdom. The father’s 
heart ye.jmed towards them, and looking on them he 
■aid,Childrc'u, love and servo your Saviour note, >vhile 
you ha> o health and strength, for ) ou know not, w hen sick • 
nesseomcs, n bother you will be able to think of Uini 1 lien.” 

These words, few nud simple as thej were, sunk dorp 
into the hearts of ono, at least, of that little group. Enrly^ 
were her hands inured to toil. the time passed bj most 
children m jufuutiue ])ursuits, was hy her devoted to 
gaining a scanty pittance towards her owu mamtonauee. 
Like the kbourora in lho>mo}ard, slicuont out fora 
penny a day, though her penny, poor ehild. was not equi¬ 
valent in value—that is, in a mercantile view- to the 
Homau penny u hich the labourers received; but it was 
of etyual value in her eyes as being earned by horself— 
the product of honest labour, though that labour con¬ 
sisted merely in attending a child younger than herself, and 
running on errands for the family vho employed her, 
with other light services, which, light they n ore, many 
children of six years of (and she v 03 uot older) would 
have found it difficult to perform. But hltle Annie was 
quick, docile, and obedient: and for many yoars did she toil 
to the satisfaction of all who employed her, and tlirough- 
ont her whole life was ever cheerful, intrllif^nt, and in¬ 
dustrious, kindly disposed towards all, and respected 
in whatsoever situation she held; uutirmg in her duty 
through every trial (for trials she had both in single and 
married life, and who has not?)—while ever and anon 
the words of her pious parent would rise up in licr mind, 
and while she mourned her hardness of heart, she trusted 
and b^ered in the God of her father. 
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Tho bond of true affection oxiated between the members 
of that little family, anti one sister became early devoted 
to Christ; not a day passed that she did not retire to hes* 
chamber to pour out hw soul in prayor to the God of 
her father, and receive that strength and support which 
is promised to all wlio scoh it. Oh! who can toll tlie 
blessings of Christian parents! The seed they sow may 
socni to be scattered on stony ground, but sooner or 
later the deN^ of ]iea\cn >\il] fall n])on it, and the beams 
of tho Sun of Highteonsness bid it spring to life eternal. 

Precept, however, will have little effect unless enforced 
by example. “ Never,” said Annie, “ d(t 1 think of my 
poor father’s words, and in fancy see him bending over 
tho Bible, but T feel how in every thought and ^^o^d and 
action he strove to soiwe and glorify his God. Infir¬ 
mity prevented him from bending liis knee in prayer, 
hut his hoary bead Vi ns uncovered, and hir aged form 
bowed reverently, while his heart was uplifted to the 
throne of G od.” This is the testimon) of one, now living, 
to a parent’s memory, and who, as sIio stood beside tiic 
corpse, sorrowed not as those who havo no hope; for his 
life atid death assured her that through tho merits of 
his Saviunr ho was now safely landed iu tho heavenly 
Canaau. M. A. B. 

TREASURES TUAT ABB PRAUi AND PAGING, 

YET NEVER DTE. 

“A fair dACUiii};, i^imishcd \iuc1y, witli agentli* tduntiii it.’ 

How glad and joyous is the feeling of a mother when 
she first presses her babe to her heart! How her oyo« 
glisten with delight as she gazes on her boauliiiil bud of 
promiao! How this now affection seems to spread a 
soft fresh green over her soul—^plants of hope scorn to 
blossom all around her, as she drinks deep of this purest 
fountain of love-~-yet tho moment this precious treasure 
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10 placed in Ler hands, the pious mother asks, liko the 
firther of Samson, “ How shall I order the child ?” 

^ Soon you will see the admired creature putting forth 
^e thought~the preference—the affoctiou, liko timid 
tendrils, seeking where to twine. Ah, wc know full 
they will soon twine and cling rouud your heart— 
take caro they do not hind you too closely to this passing 
life. Household gods are wry dangerous things—yet 
often wo do not see wo really have them till they aro 
gone. Ah, how much have we to learn, that we may 
bring this beautiful and mysterious creature to the light 
of knon ledge, and guide it onward to the perfect hlias oi* 
immortality! Has any being on earth a charge more 
fearfully important than that of Iho mother? Wo 
answer. No; and, vc repeat, the mflueiicc she exerts, and 
the example hIk* exhibits, will he lasting as eternity. 

The littio frame of tho b.al>e is a beautiful pIiH'c of 
workmauship, so delicately, so exactly fitted to answer 
the purposes for •ahicU it is designed—it is m anting in 
nothing—it is biiporfliious in nothiug; it is a imiuii of 
matter nith miud,A\hieli man’s ruflbou foils to comprehoud. 
Tlic littio body ib, iudeed,but finely organised clay, but it 
is debignodlo be the organ of the soul’s operations, and is 
to exert no unimportant iufiuence on the soul’s chanietcr 
and destiny. Tf the littio body is laid in the diust, the soul 
will still live—hut if the faculties of the body ai’c not 
suitably developed, the mind which inhabils it will find 
iiself proportionably cramped and contracted in its np(»ra. 
tionSjforouu is the medium tlirough which tho other ai-ta. 

True, iudeed, wc see nothing in itb very earhcbt 
infancy to Indicate that it posacsbcs any higbur iaculLies 
than tho lamb or tlie lark, or any other of tho anunol 
creation; but, all heljiloss and uitooubciuus as it seems, 
there is a glorious principle of intelligeuec belonging to 
tho babe, which tho mother will«<»>n bco revouliug itself, 
anibwhich, if rightly developed and directed, may render 
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it a tit companion for an angol—yea, for an angers 0od.' 
Wlu'rc all hecms blank and dark, the light \cill, ere loqg, 
shine; and a mind that can discriminate—that can 
reuboii—that can I'ccl—will,bo suen coming up in. its 
strength and glory. 

You arc raying, perhaps, Alas, 1 am a j>oor mother P* 
Weil, be it bO. Yon may bring up your nursling in a 
mud-nulled collage, or a fisherman’s hut on the sea- 
^shore. its fare may 1)e coarse and its raiment scanty, 
yet m.ny your child guide a nation to prosperity or ruin. 
Uad you w*en the poor boy in rags peeping into the 
Til]ag(‘ sehdol, would you have imagiued that n mitre 
would have been placed on his head ? Or had you seen 
the little hoy runuiug by bis niothoris waggon, would you 
bare recognised a .Ncwtoii, who measured the heights 
and falhumcd tho depths of the material creation ? Did 
the mother of Locke imagine, think you, that her iutont 
boy would bring out tho niybtcries of thought, aud reveal 
to man the secret springs of his own conduct ? Your 
, for auglit you kuuw, may hare the mind of a Milton, 
siluiied to Lcmcnlv melodies, and touched as with a 
I'cnipb’s fin\ "Wliat her m(ant luay become tho mother 
kiiowh not—eaiiijoi kuow—enough tliat h\\o knoM’^s ho 
possesbi's a epjrilua], ihinkmg, active principle, destined 
by the decree* of llc'avcn to an indefinite expansion. 

Our pen must icbt till ncct mouthy or our paper will 
bo too Jong, 

THE EUIilNd SON AND PliAyiNl> MOTHER. 

“ Horn OK, 3tfY MOTITER.’^ 

Etqhtbek or twenty }eara since there* lived alamily 
consisting of tbojiarcnls and six children* The parents 
had long bmi devoted to God*6 service*, and the childnm, 
as they grew up to } cars of thoughtfulness, in tlio order 
of their aires followod their parents’ holy example. But 
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tbc youjigpst eoa nocmed io be au cxeoptiou. He was a 
reckless, disobedient boy, iind though not fond of bad 
company he found means to ommit many great sins 
without any such unholy iud. Many were the h'ars nn 
faisbehalf that agitated the breasts of those pious pai'ciits, 
and many were the pniyers that UHcended from thoir lips 
that God would 0 [>en his heart to the sliowers of grace. 

On one occasiou he was doleeled iu u very heinous 
ofieucc. The motluT’s heart wok almost brnken by this 
new instance of depravily. What could she doi* lie 
seemed not to eai'O for punislinient. Hon cnnhl liis heart 
be reached? Taking him iulo her chamber shft talked with 
him long and eolemuly about his conduct, while the big 
tears chased each other down her sorroH'Wrliiklid cheeks. 
Then making him kneel by her side she poured forth such 
a prayer as only a roolher, with a heart slricken by a 
child’s sinful wanderings, eau utter. His heart could not 
withstand such an appeal. Ho was humbled, he wept, 
he repented. A few years rolled awsy. Some few changes 
' marked tho history of that bouHcliuld; yet tlie daily 
sacrifice continued to be ollcrcd on tho family altar. 

One cveuiug the father was hnudreds of miles away, 
toiling fur the maiiitctiancc of his loved ones; the older 
brothers wero absent at college. Tho higi) priest was, 
indeed, away, but the mother failed not to call around 
her tho members of tbc family, and placing the Hiblo in 
tho hands of Iier youngest son, askt'd him to cojiduct' 
their devotions- He who ouoe knelt by his mother’s side 
stained witli sin, and trembling at lier prayerful olo- 
quonce, was now indeed kneeling again by licr side; but, 
rejoicing iu the peaec-niaking blood of (Christ, praying 
ibr her and hers. The mother’s bu}jpUeatiou was not in 
rain. She is now gone to her ro&t, ^bitt that son stiU 
treads the path of tho living; and whilo pressing along 
life’s eager race, emulating the progress of t»thcrB towards 
fame and usefulness, his busy mind often reverts to that 
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chaTiibcr of prayer, and liiat motber’a fiupo sfainetl vitti 
bitter tears. The hour of tcmpLalinu is then his hour of 
strength, end the moments of grief for her loss are 
brighlened by the roeolleetions of her reward.—Tt. 8. J. 

ENDINOS OF SMALL BEOINNINGS. 

*' For thrre ifi notliing in tl>c earth «o Kmoll that it may not ^rodoec 
• gifat tilings: 

And no Hwerving from n right Imc tliat sifty not leud otoniaUynstrif. 
The dnngciou^ bar in the harbour*4 mouth U only gntius of sand; 

And tiu* «\ioa\ linth wruckud a lUTy is» the work of n cedoay of 
wonna; 

Yen, and a doapicuhlo gnoi may nuiddcu tlio oughty elephant.’' 

A LITTLG boy WAR playing by biB mother; for a trifling 
olTonec he ntruck a baby brotbor; hie )nother passed by 
the unkind uct unroprovocL Thou little master George 
began to act my lord tyrant over liis sisters—still the 
mother look(*d ou carelessly. At school ho tried to carry 
on tlio same game of lording it over olltors, ujitil on© 
day a blunt boy, w^ho was roused to anger by mastor 
George’s eonduct, gave him a blow on the chest from 
which lie never recovered. Too hito his mother saw that 
a small boginnuig may have u terrible ending; an ending 
she may trace to iier owii supmeness, and lack of early 
training and discipline. 

A neighbour with u sharp eye and Ihiu lips called at 
number teu. Good moiming, Mrs. TJames/’ she said, 
as who entered the litlde shop, how are you?” “Not 
very well, thank you,” replied widow Barnes, “ 1 am 
ratlier worricMl this morning.” After a little chat on 
common thiugs the neighbour went on, and called in 
her way borne on Mr. Allwood, who happened to be 
Mrs. Barnes’s landlord. “ What is the matter at number 
ten?” asked Mrs. hVy, looking very archly with her sharp 
eye. “Nothing, as I know of,” replied the man rf 
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Louses. ‘'Oh,.but there is, though! T think thoro is 
BOmething more than common the matter” “Indeed! 
then it’s time for me to look out, iur she is rather behind 
with her root.” “ \\''ell, don’t mention my n<vm(‘, llml’s 
all.” Before tho end of Ihe week tho ]M)orwid*m and 
her little children were turned out of hoUAe and home, 
tbrougli the gosaipping propensity of a neighbour. Alan, 
whnt a sad ending to u anhill beginning! 

‘“Mary, do ba^e my food ready for me by llic time X 
come home,” said John Jones, tho e.»rpciiter. f 

dare say, you aie always in a hurry.” “ You ma) say 
that, Mary, for waster keeps a man np to it* hoiri morn¬ 
ing to night.” “‘WoU, T don’t care for him—I’m of as 
good afamiiy as ho; .all tlie rantler is, heh.iH alittle more 
money, that’s all.” “What does that signify, Mary ? 
Come, let mo have something to <*al, or 1 must he ol'' 
ftgaiu.” “ Well, go if you like,—1 don’t mind.” A'.is! 
tho tune eame when Mary J!<1 mind, for John Joiioa dix's 
not care noft neither for uife nor home—that hi lie 
bcgnining of eruss purposes brought a terrible oiiding of 
bad dolugs 

“ Harry, I do wish yon would read a bit of your Imok 
io me, while 1 mend bahy’a socks, peihaps it would make 
mo forget tho pnin in my side.” "No, indeed, Sully, L 
cannot.” said the young huabuud; “ 1 hnie reading aloud 
.IS bud us nursing babies.” Bally dul not ask II.iiTy 
again, but he eoulil have seen, had he taken the troiihh- 
to look, that the tear, uit*' falling on h.ihy’s Muks 
pressed forth hy this small beginning of unkind words. 
The little fellow iu the '-radio soon began to move. Sally 
ruckeil him gently, hoping he would “ hush oH"’ag.iiii. 
“Nohoily ean enjoy j-oadnig with that everlasting roek- 
uig,” said Harry. Poor Bally censed, hut soon baby 
cried. Hairy began to storm ag linsl “ cry iug babies.” 
Sally took him up '^tairs, but being se\er(> weather tlie 
infant took cold and was hu&hed iu an eternal sleeii 
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bpforo Lhc weok \ias over. Solly had been }u ddicale 
boaltli some liiuc This deep sorrow, with a lioiae any¬ 


thing hut happy, boon brought her to tho grave 
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Lis and without being troubled with a “crying 
hub; ' ” I wonder if lie ever thinks of those two sweet 
I ices he once cou'd liave made so hajipy. The bogiumng 
of Hand’s b(Ih^Iiness was somethmg for liitn to ponder 
tuer while he in Uis lonely home ^ 


“LO» I AM WITH XOTT ALWAYS, EVEN 
UNTO THE END OF THE WOULD” 

Tkl writer has lately especially felt tho comfort of these 
words, as she lias, in comiuou with many inuthets, been 
called to watch beside the sick-bed of her bdoved 
cliildrtu One night ospeeially, when rather alarming 
sMiiptuiiis appeared in their diseast', did she feel how 
bVKcl it was to be able at at all lime* to addn s her 
Kalliir (11 huaien, and when others were sloepiug, aud 
hiiiuiii .lid at a distance, to rementber Him who has b.tidf 
“ Jjo' 1 am With you alwajs, even uuto the end of the 
•woild” With jou m the sick Lliamber; in ever} tn.il 
ever ready to hstiii to Hib cluldreu when they cry, aud 
gi mt them strength equal to their day, and if not Ilia 
will to lomovc tho hitter cup, to enable them like their 
(k ir Saviour to say, “The cup which my Pal her hath 
given me, shall I not drink it ?—^not my w ill, but thmo be 
done ” 

( hristLm mothers ’ you Inoir how sw'eet it is to draw 
iiigli to God, but should any mothura rend this who have 
not yet guen their hearts to God, who do not go to 
Him in time of* iiec'd, Mey caunot understand the 
comfoit tho writer experienced, when remembering that 
God was with her when earthly comforters would not 
.u 111. Wher*, oli' where do uncouveitcd mothorb go. 
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in a trying hour ? Let them be entreated to go to their 
beet Friend, who has “ so loved them, as to give his oulj 
begotten Son to die for them,” and says, “ Him that 
eometh unto me, 1 will in no wise cast out/' 

H. B. S. 

FRAGMENTS FOE SPARE MOMENTS. 

TKHPOBAZ. BI.BS 81 IIOB. 

4 

*Wi8iT for them cautiously—ask for Ihom RubniiHsively; 

Want them coutentedly—obtain them honoslly ; 

Accept them bumbJy—employ them lavlu^lly 5 

Impart them liberally—eatoem them moderately; 

Increase thorn virtuously—use them Hiibeervieutly; 

l^orego them easily—resign them willingly, 

LAZY eOY8. 

A lasy boy makes a lazy mou, just as sure us a crooked 
twig miikcm a crooked tree. Whoever yet snw a boy 
grow u|) in idlenese, that did not make a shiftless vagor 
bond wheu he became a man, unless he hod a fortuiio left 
him to keep up appeoraiiees ? The groat mass of lh^(^voS} 
paupers, and criminula, ilmt till our pemiteutiories and 
alui^houHes, havb come up to wlmt tlicy arc, by being 
brouglit up in idietiew. Those who constitute the 
buisiiiiess portion of the community, those who niuko our 
great and useful men, werc^ Iraiucd up in their boyhood to 
be iudustrious. • 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

lUifiem?fcr the Saihalh Day; milh a Recommendation Ov Eev, </. 
C\ 

A QM*iul little calcchinn for fiimilips und arl tools. Thv iiuineof 
Mr. Kjlo at tlie coiiiiDeiicemcnt is suffieieni U rcco&iincad the little 
work. 

Chf lei an jLady$ Ma^ntine. Edited by Mre, MUner, 

A vai9 intex^ing pc'riudkiik under tl.e direcUta uf a very superior 

anacL 
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“I 1 CK 0 W of no home influcjice,” said a friend ono 
day in (‘onvcrsation, “that had such power with me as 
our family worship. Ofceii, if we children were bickering 
or iinkijid to each other, near the time of our assem¬ 
bling aroiincl the domestic altar, wo felt sure all our 
stormy tempera would be hushed and calmed there; and 
often during my wanderings in the bustle and turmoil ot‘ 
life, I reflect on the sacred picture that fomily 

grou]) presented. There sat our dear and consistoixt 
father, Avilh the large Bible open before him; our precious 
mother sitting ucar with an infant on her knee, and the 
next to baby on a stool at lior feet. John, an elder 
brotlier, stood by any father’s chair with the well-used 
Ijynni-book, prepared to give out tho aacred song selected 
for tbi! day, and to commcuce tho tune ; but, first, we 
all in turn repeated a short text from memory, exen 
down to tiny Willie, who would lisjj out, ‘Suiter little 
children to come unto me;’ .niul then, when our dear 
fjithor’h voice ascended so solcnmly and fervently for 
blessings on our young beads, it seemed like heaven 
commouc'ing on earth.” 

Doubtless it dill; and certainly wo think, if thoro Is 
one spot on cm Ih wIktc an angel might like to rest his 
wings, it Avoulu be on beholding such a picture as our 
frleanl di-seribcd; it is surely a tableau of mor.'il glory, 
Avliieh nolliuigbut the religion of the cross can present— 
green spots in tho Avildornesa, Avhero the young plants 
arc traim’d and nourished for the honA'cnly paradise. "We 
pity the family where no such picture i» seen. They arise 
in the morning, amt go forth to busy life, with all its seen 
and unseen dangei’s, without asking u Diiinc Protector 
through its perils; yet they know not wlmt may befal 
them ero the suu shall set. Many leave tbeir homes in 

TOl. X. c 
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the momiog never to i^nter them alive. Dongears 
stand thick t^ugh all the way to press us into the dust, 
.-and none are safe but those who have taken shelter under 
the wing of the Almightj. Temptations, too, are ever 
about our path, and the “roaring lion” may molest us, 
and overcome, unless the “Lion of the tribe of Judah” 
stands bj our side. 

Of course, all will feel that it is especially^ the faiker't 
duty to erect a family altar, and gather the whole of hia 
household around it, while he, the responsible head and 
oonstitiAed bigh^piiest of his &mily, offers lip prayer and 
praiso to the God of bis many mercies; hut where the 
lather is not inclined to this good work, or circumstances 
prevent him &om performing it, then, in his absence, it 
hecomes imperative on tbo mother to take his place. 
The father’s absence should never bo a reason for omit* 
ting the family devotions. We have known several cases 
where the mother hus conducted tbo worship of the 
family, morning and evening, with blessed results. In one 
case, the lather had no inclination to this duty, but be 
had no objection that the mother should read aud pray 
with her family; she did so; and after a little time the 
father joined them when his occupation would allow. 
After some time of quiet waiting and earnest praying 
on the part of the mother, the father took Lis own place 
and became a blessing to the family and to the world. 

In another case, the father was very cross with his 
wife for wishing to introduce domestic worsliip, yet did 
he always join the little circle when he was at homo, 
grumbling, yet kneeling in his place! with what result 
eternity will tell us. 

In a tliird case, the lather left his home in the early 
moming,[bcfore the little ones were stin'ing, and did not 
return Jpl long after they were asleep. Of course, tho 
mothevlB path of duty was very plain. On the Sabbath- 
day only ',could the pious father resume liis place. One 
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instance more of the blessings descending on iamilj wor¬ 
ship and we will rest our pon. 

A wife who moved in the higher ciroles, and who 
became pious sometime alter hor marriage, was in the habit 
of assembling all the servants in a private room, morning 
and evening, for reading and prater—she hod no children. 
Having a lingering illness, a pious and beloved friend 
became a visitor for a long time in her house, and at her 
Tcrj earnest request, this friend took her place at the 
family altar. One evening the hvisband happened to be 
near the roofli where the worshippers were assembled, 
and his cor caught, the sound of a low voice in prayer; 
he drew nearer, and hoard his friend remembering 
him—ashing for blessings to descend upon him, his 
wife, his household. His heart was touched—he wept 
like an infant—and retired to his room to pray for 
himself. 

Tor several days he was observed to be very thought¬ 
ful, and his spirits vciy depressed, but his wife’s illness 
seemed suillcicnt cause for this. At length he addressed 
his friend, saying, I find you have pity upon my house¬ 
hold, hut you exclude me from the privileged assembly; 
why is this ?' Have I not a soul ? Let me join you all 
this evcnijig.” Before the pious wife was recovered, he 
became a new man in Christ Jesus, and conducted the 
domestic worsliip of bis fiuaiily; and to the end of his 

life devoted all his talents and large property to the good 

% 

of man and the glory of God. 

Look at these portraits! such are a few of the bles¬ 
sings descending upon the families wbo call upon tbo 
Lord. Yet, alas! how many inolliers and fathers will go 
forth themselves, and send forth their dear children, ex¬ 
posed to all the temporal and spiritual dangers which 
ever surround tho children of men; but tbe families who 
meet morning and evening around.the domestic altar, 
shall carry with them where they arc scattered, by field 
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and flood, the recollections of that same group ; and the 
occasion of their galberiiig shall act os a tulismaa ninidat 
the snare# and temptations of life, speaking in a siiout, 
gentle voice to the orld’s wanderer, “ Porsoko not tbo 
G-od of thy father and thy mother.” 

But what shall be tho case with those poor children 
who have nc^ or seen a family altar erected iu their home ? 
—have never aeeu a father or a mother on bended knee, 
asking blessings for them as tliey travel on through the 
strife and jostliugs of the selfish world P Melherl 
father t let us appeal to you for theso ueg1oct(‘<l ones; do, 
oh! do commence this year to aasemble them ai'ound the 
family altar—it is not too lato now—it may be, »>oou; 
some of them will, cte long, be far away from your \oice 
and your influence, and, it may be, will soon bu in etor- 
nity, beyond tho reach of prayer aud of mercy. Mato 
haste—delay not; now is tho timo a graoioui Suionr 
bends His ear and listens to your request. M akc h.astOf 
lest you delay till tho door of mercy is closed, and you 
and yours for ever shut out beyond tlie rcacb of mercy 
aud the hope of pardon. 


MAKE HASTE, HELAI KOT. 

Tims is cainesf—issmt* by. 

Death IS earnest- <Udn iiu? 

Mothci' wiUtlion triftimi ht ' 

Tune and dcdlh upi« at Iti th ( 

Idle u earnest—when 'tis oti, 
Thonjttumcsl nevu moie, 

Soou to lutct eteiiiity, 

Wilt thou lieiei bciious l»e * , 

Hca\(.n 1 ". euinest—solnnnli, 
a float Its soKibdonu to liue 
0 Uiou niolhci, .lit thou g<n, 
Bpoitmg thiougli tliiue (uitlily day*' 
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Hell is OBTOcst-^ftercely roll . 
BiinuDg billows iioar tby eoul. 

Woe for thoe, if tbou abidCi 
Ui>redecmo(l» nosanetified! 

f 

Ood is oaruo$£—kueel and fray, 

J?ro tby season pass away— 

Kro bo set HiHjiidgtiieDt'thronc, 
'Veugcauco ready, lovrey gone! 

Clii*ist is earnest—bids tbco come !** 
Vaid tliy spirit's pricnless Mm ; 

• Wilt tliou spiuti thy SayLoia^V 
Pleading with tljoe fi*om * 

Wiion tby pleasures all 

What will Hootli tliy heart / 

Friendless, desolate, alone; 

Entering a world uuknow!^ * 

Ok, be earnest! I^utering, ' 

Tbou wilt perish lingering; 

Be no longer —rise and jUe^ 
liO t thy Saviour watts for tlioc ! 


AUNT MAST.—No, II. 

He stsyotli His rough wind m tlie day of tlio onst 

A P£W years roll on, during winch Master E1>17 ctars 
the peace of the whole house by his overbearing 
self-willed conduct. Mother, father, sisters, SJid serva^s 
were made to yield to his bidding, however distasteful it 
might ho; and it often liappenod that even friends who 
visited the family were annoyed by this little household 
tyrant. The little girls, who had boen differently trained, 
were docile and obedient, and idl attended the Sabbath, 
school regularly but Ebby, who went, or remained at 
home, just as ho liked, and his teacher complained of hia 
temper and habits in vain. Poor boy—ho was not very 

—Ofi ho felt the school too Lot I'* ^ 

Mother!*’ stud little Lizzie one day, Annie May- 
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field ia gone to heaven—what is it to go to heoren, 
mother? Won't'she ever come back? Aunt Mary 
saya she is gone to live with Jesus—can I go too, 
mother P Aunt Mary said, yesterday, that heaven was a 
beautiful, happy place, where the angela aro, and where 
everybody can see Jesus oud love him, and where all 
' ti}e people are as happy as can be—I should like to go 
there*, that I should!—I suppose £bby won't fight there, 
and be cmb'tf^ will he, mother ?" 

Mrs. Neale wiped a tear from her cheek as she listened 
with sstonishmenA^to her little prattler, whe had been 
preparing, under tw teaching of her pious Aimt 
Mary," for the kingdom of heaven. In kes thait a week 
little Idcaie was wherje she wished to be, in the home of 
tho on^idi and the avgols' Gnd, in the " happy placo." 
Scarlet fever was the/ messenger the dark-winged angel 
brought to convey ^c little lamb from the strife cf earth 
to the quiet of the* skies. Aunt Mary took her post of 
observation bytho little sufibrer’s crib, leading her young 
heart to trust in the love of Him who i}ronounL'ed a 
blessing on litt-lo children. 

Mother V*' said tho dear child, a few hours before she 
died, “raollher, Aunt Mary will toll you where 1 am 
going—you will come too, won’t you ? Oh, ’tis a b('au- 
tiful plains—1 will ask geutlo Jesus if I shall conic and 
fetch you soon. And will Ebby come too ? If he docs, 
he must leave off his naughty ways, ’cause Jesus said, 
‘Xittle cliildrcn, love one another.’ Do come soon, 
mother. Aunt lilary, please sing, 

‘ 'J’lierfa is a Impiiy land, 

I'nr—^fjir away. 

With streaming eyes Aunt Mary commenced the song, 
but before tlio close little Lizzie a])pdared to be com¬ 
posing herself to sleep—it was a sleep that knows no 
wakening this side tho shadowy vale—she had gone to 
the happy laud, fiir, far away. As the excellent Aunt 
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Maty closed tbe eyes of the folded lamb, she said to her 
bcreared sistor, " You baro a blessed child in heaven, 
dear; moum not, as those who have no hope—'He 
stayt'th Uis rough wind in the day of the east wind.’ ” 
The cloud still remained over the household. 


. A MOTIIBB’S DTINa WOBDS. 

llUBUKD is the chamber of death, fearful in its very 
sfillnesB; yes, all is ^uict; no one dares to intoide upon 
the ])rivacy of that solomu hour—mother and sou aro 
lockc-d in ono laat fond embrace. My son, read the 
Bible; act honestly in all things, trust in God, and Ho 
will blcssyou." “ 1 a ill, mother—IwiU.” “Good-bye, 
my son, God bless you.” “ Mother! mother! mother t 
dear mother!” shrieks the youth, when he finds that all 
ho c/iros for on earth is now a lump of clay. Bitterly 
dues ho reproach liimself;—-0 whnt would ho give for 
one short) ear to live over again—how good, how kind, 
how ohodieiii, he would bo. 

Again wc see that youth—after months of destitution 
and uiisory, he has determined to drown himself. Sec, 
he stands at the river’s edge, ready to give the fatal 
plunge—but ah, look, he has fallen on his knees, and is 
thanking God for his narrow escape from suicide. What 
has caiisod him to uboudoa his wicked desigu P ’Tib his 
mother's last words, which rang in lus ears at the 
moment when he was going to do Iho deed ,—“ My son, 
read the Bible; act honestly in aU things, trust in God, 
and I Ic will bless you.” He remembers, “ that whom 
God loveth He chostencth;” and, seeing his sinfulness, 
he fervently thanks* God for his oscape, and determines 
to trust in Him. 

Once more we seo that youth, now grown mto a young 
man. This time hu has a good coat on bis back—he has 

c 2 
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racceeded in getting a good situation; his master is 
kind, and wishes to further his interests. But watch 
him l—Kis hand has grasped tlie handle of his mnster’a 
bedroom door—ho knows there is nothing to prevent him 
from robbing his master without detection But see, 
he stops, and stealthily retreats to his own room. ‘Why- 
does he do BO ? It is his mother’s last words,—“ My 
SOD, read the Bible; act honestly in all things, trust in 
God, and lie will bless you.” Ho recollects her dying 
look—again he is saved—he determines to act honestly. 

Beader!—do you 81*0 that benevolent*looking old gen¬ 
tleman P Tt is Mr.-, whoso HboraUty and Christian 

worth are so well known;—if that man had not hod a 
good mother, ho would havo becomo cither a smeido or a 
thief. Mothers! great is your power; try to ubo it 
well. 

A TKUE STOUT TOli OUR YOUNG FllTRNDS. 

No. X. 

OEXTIE JOHN, TIIL UvrPT TTELiOEn 

“JouN,” said Mrs. Ornihby, resuming her jiarral 11 e, 
“veolurcHl now to *'peak of his desu’e to bo a inissionary 
to his mother; and of his determination, if spared, to 
study for this purpose. Alas ' for that heart-stnekon. 
mother, who now looked upon her pious boy w ith delight, 
and thought him more lovely than any other of tho 
children of men. Sometimes hope would enter and 
dwell in her heart; and there who seasons when all 
his friends hoped he would recover, and bo a bright 
and ehining light amidst the (Uikness of a Lcaihou 
world. t 

“ But this young soldier of the croas was now called to 
prepare for his last battle, and when he felt his cherished 
hopes would soon bo buried in his early tomb, not a 
murmur escaped his lips. There be sat, day after day, 
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like a bright and beautiful being, made ready for better 
society than earth could afford—liis pale brow un¬ 
clouded, and his eye fuU of love, while the frail body was 
passing rapidly to decay. 

‘'During his illness, John greatly enjoyed tbe con- 
vorsfltiou of pious friends, and to them ho would some- 
times speak of his departure from a world of sin aith 
great composure, expressing bis thankfulness that ho 
had sought and found the Saviour before he came to that 
weak state. But such remarks he would only make 
when his hcloved mother was absent; he never ventured 
to talk of his death in hor pi'cscnoe, because it distressed 
her; and all the anxiety he felt connected with earth 
was on her account, knowing what a blank there would 
be in hor homo aud in hor heart, w hen she had laid hor 
only child in the grave. .Vnd his pour mother dared not 
refer to his state, although she longed to do so, for her 
bursting heart felt how much sho hud 1o lose in this 
cherished boy, who had uuver caused her a moment’s 
sorrow by any aetlou of liis life. 

“ Everybody who saw John admired his patience and 
gontleuesb, but one day he expressed to hia mother his 
sorrow that he felt inclined to be irritable, and remarked 
that ho was obliged to pray against it, adding, ‘ We must 
watch as well os pray.’ Sometimes it happened that 
persons who did not adorn in their life tho Gosjiul they 
professed to love, would call and talk to him about 
religion. This made him very restless and uncomfortable, 
and during such visits ho would seldom cuter into con¬ 
versation. ‘It distresses me,’ he would say, ‘to hear 
such persons talk of a (Jospel that wo know from their 
daily conduct l^oy do not love.’ lie was very much 
grieved, also, when injudicious visitors attempted to 
entertain him by speaking evil of absent persons, and 
did all in his power to put a slop to such uuprofltable 
and sinful conversation.” 
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A MOTHER’S nNFLTTENCE—A MOTHER’S 

PRATER. 

" Listen, 0 yc mathcn! there is & sweet lovet 
'Which, flowingfrom yoor brca^ yonr children doth move. 

O! let that sweet spirit, as it iufloenccs their heart, 

T<eail them to Jesus, that from un tlwy may deport.” 

Mothehs ! 1 hard somewhat to saj unto you. Give 
me your oar and your heart for a small moment, whilst I 
show that mothers hare an influeuco either for good or 
evil. A father’s authority may be great; but what is to 
be compared to that soft, tender, and mild" influence 
which sweetly enters into and entwines the affections of 
the child around her heart ? Let me cite an instance or 
two, w’hero the influence of a mother’s words and actions, 
joined with earnest und pathetic appeals to the throne 
of grace, has been for good; and then, with your eyes 
lifted towards lieavea, and your hearts at the throne of 
grace, go and do likewise. 

Mirs. Thorpe was a kind and affectionate mother, whoso 
solicitude for her children’s spiritual welfare was exceed¬ 
ingly great. Morning, noon, and night did she endea¬ 
vour, by her words and actions, to induco them to love 
Christ. Hay by day her prayer was, that she might sec 
them all walking in truth and righteousness. She hml 
felt the power of God’s word on her owu soul; she had 
realized the true exeoUency and value of saving grace, in 
destroying the power of sin, raising the affections to 
heaven, and imparting a joy and peace, far beyond tho 
gift of the world; and therefore her desire was, that 
the same grace which hod affected her heart might be 
bestowed upon her offspring, and that their days might be 
dedicated to tho service of Him, whom to know is life 
everlasting. And was her suit denied ? Was her 
earnest prayer flung to the winds ? Were her examples, 
precepts, and^jpnd advice of no avail ? Oh, no. He, 
whose eye itf ever directed towards His own people, and 
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yhoEC car is ever opened to the voice of their 8uppUca< 
tion, had heard her pra 7 er, narrowly watched her soli¬ 
citude, and sent down His hlessing and influence on her 
desires, actions, and words; so tliat.not only were those 
desires answered, but more than answered, in the sur¬ 
render of two SODS and four daoghters—flrst to Him who 
is above all, and then to the Church, by the will of the 
Lord. That mother now sleeps in Jesus; but her 
i^moTol from earth to heaven was not until she hod 
witnessed the truthfolness of God’s promise, “ Ask, and 
ye shall receive; seek, and ye shall And.” “ Before they 
call, I will answer: and wMo they are yet speaking, I 
will hear.”—(Isa. Ixv. 2-4.) 

Mothers! are you under the influonce of deep-rootod 
piety, and aro you looldug on your children with anxious 
care, lest they should bo found at lost without the one 
thing needful ? Are you eudeavouriug, by your walk and 
couduct, to show the excellency aud value of true evan¬ 
gelical piety ? Then walk on—watch on—pray ou—and 
rest assured that, 

" lu of limo, you will know 
All y«»u dcsiiT or wish liolow.” 

More another month. 

Old Anthosy. 

TltE.-vSITRES THAT ARE FRAIL AND FADING, 

YET NEVER DIE.—No. 11. 

In your infant are the elements of passions and afTec- 
tious, uf desires and aversions, in which its happiness or 
uuhappmesa will chiefly be found, and w'hich must decide, 
in a great degree, ^the complexion and destiny of the 
■^iJ. "Within your infant, too, is concealed the noble prin¬ 
ciple of conscience, which, perhaps more than any other, 
bespeaks the- dignity of human nature, and will occupy 
the judgment-scat in the soul, and bring peace and joy. 
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or remorse and terror, according to tlie d<.*ciBion8 which ifc 
renders. In the earliest periods of infancy there may be 
no higher happiness, or at least none more apparent, than, 
bodily gratification j and there may he no other suftbring 
than that which oonsibts in bodily pain ; yet has tho babe 
a hidden nature, susceptible of enjoyment or misery, that 
outruns all hummi comprehension; there is thatwhJoli 
may kindle into a consuming fire, and show itself great 
in wrath, in desolation, in self-torture, or which may glow 
with a genial fervour, diffusing serenity witbm, and light 
and joy as fur os its influence extends. What a soloinn 
thought is tho fact, that the unconscious infant Is 
constituted in such a way that, ere long, its actions 
shall sustain a moral character, ami that tho whole 
history of its life shall he reviewed as a ground of appro¬ 
bation or of condemnation at tho bar of Iho eternal 
Judge! 

The little body of your infant, mother, will indeed 
last but a few short years; nowyuu fold it in your arms, 
and dandle it upon your knee, but soon it will have 
expanded to the measure of a youth; at a period a 
little more remote, it will have reached its maturc growth; 
and a little later, even if spared beyond the average 
length of human oxietenco, it will returii to tho dust 
whence it came. But tho spirit, that gives the babe its 
chief interest—the soul, that thinks, and speaks, and 
bums with celestial fire, is imperishable; tho sun tliat 
shines upon your babe will be extinguished, and tho 
skies tliat attract its infant gaze will ho rolled up as a 
burning vesture, }ct shall the infant sunivo, not only un¬ 
impaired, but cuustaotly iacrcasing in cneigy. Fur anght 
we know, other suns and worlds ma^ take the place of 
those wir now behold, and, having fulfilled their end, may 
pass away os a midnight dream, and he lost in the abyss 
of annihilation; and yet that infant mind, whose opera¬ 
tions are now so feeble that you can scarcely detect them, 
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will lire through all thie wreck of worlds, and cron then 
will fed that its existence is only begun. When tlio 
mother resigns her bnbe to the tomb in tho budding 
season of its faculties, let her not look despairingly at 
the narrow house, as if her infant had perished there— 
but let b(‘r rather think of the graro as the temporary 
dwolling-plaoe of the cormptible body, and feel it nn 
Jionour that God has permitted her to be tbo mother of 
one who shines among the immortal and glorious popula¬ 
tion of Hcayen. 

It is sometimes difficult to persuade a young mother, 
uith her first infant on her knee, that it really possesses 
a sinful nature! ** What 1 ** she exclaims, “ my smiling, 
uncnuscious babe a sinner ! *’ No, young mother, not an 
actual transgressor of God’s law, for its facultioa render 
it incapable of this; but a sinner, in precisely tbe same 
sense that it is a rational boing. There is that within 
it that will by-aud-by kindle up and show itself a rational 
boing; and there is that within it also, that will by-and- 
by kindle up and manifest a sinful disposition. We will 
not refer now to God’s word for tho only satisfactory 
explanation of this fact, but tbe fact itself is proved by 
luiirersal experience; there never luM boon in the 
world's history a single instance—save that of tbo 
blessed Jesus—in which what has seemed innocent in- 
'oncy did not prove itself the germ of sinning childhood. 
Tes, mothers may talk much of their innoeont babes, 
but every one of them inherits an unholy nature which 
will certainly develope itself in unholy action. 

There was an infant bom sonic forty years age, that 
doubtless smiled upon its mother with tbe same apparent 
innocence withwhi^h other infants vewontto smile; and 
possibly some advocate for the original purity of human 
nature may have drawn an argument, from what it seemed 
to be in its helpless, unconscious state, to disprove that 
severe creed which recognises infants as inheriting a 
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moral taint by their birth; but that infant ho^ not lived 
long before he began to give proof that this doctrine was 
too true; in lus boyhood ho was revongeful and wicked; 
in his manhood ho was a murderer. Now, your door 
infant may not, we trust will not prove, like him, another 
Cain; hut you will deceive yourself if yon expect or 
imagine that, with all your dear infant's loveliness, it has 
not tho samo sinful nature that made him a murderer. 
More next month. 


THE SAILOE’S EBTUBN. 

I)usi5Gtho la&i illness of a pious mother, vhen she 
was near death, her only remaining child, the subjeut 
of m&ny agonizing and bolieving prayers, who had been 
roving on the sea, returned to pay his parent a \i8it. 
After a verj' aflectiiig meeting, “You are near port, 
mother,” said the hardy-looking sailor, “ and I hope jou 
uill have an abundant entrance. ” “ Yes, my child, tho 
fair haven is in sight, and soon, very soon, I shall be 
landed 

' ' On that poftccfnl sliou, 

Wlirre pilgiims juk t to part no nioit 

“You have'Roathcred many a storm in your ]).aba.ago, 
mother; but now G-od is deabngvery graciously with 
you, by causing tho winds to cease, and by giving you 
calm at tho end of your voyage.” “ God has alw ays 
dealt graciously with me, my son ; but this last ex^ires- 
sion of His kindness, in permittiug me to see you be¬ 
fore I dii‘, is BO unexpected, that it is like a miiacle 
wrought in answer to prayer.” “0, mother!” replied 
tho sailor, weeping as he spoke, “your prayers have 
been the means of my solvation, and I am thankful that 
your life has been spared till I could tell you of it.” 
She listened with devout composure to the account of 
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Hb co&TerBion, and at last tekug liia bond sbe pressed 
it to her dying lips and said, ** Tes, thou art a faithful 
GK>d! And as it bath pleased thee to bring back my long- 
child, and adopt him into tby family, 1 will say, 
Kow lettost thou tby servant depart in peace, for mine 
eyes have seen thy salvation.* ” 


THE EAMTLT CIRCLE. 

EKi>EA.B]£aiTTS bind together the members of the same 
household—sharers of the same flesh and blood, which 
are found of the same kind and to the same degree 
nowhere else on earth. The dwellers in the common 
Ihome, too, have a common sharo in the blessings and 
trials which befol their habitation. They are fed at the 
same board, repose imder the same roof, and the joys and 
sorrows of the one arc very much the joys and'sorrows 
of the whole group. What a place tliose parents hold 
in tins Ul tie empire! How thoir worda have power, end 
their will is law, and their very footsteps ore walked 
into; and how those whom God has givon to them are 
priTjed beyond all earthly things, as the jewels of tlicir 
casket! Where, where, ill all this footstool of the dis¬ 
penser of our mercies, should Gk>d be acknowledged, if 
HOC here ? Should not the voice of gratitude and praise 
ascend from that board spread with plenty, and around 
an altar roared for the rooming and tbc evoniug’s 
sacriflee of bumble and grateful hearts ? You may 
not only bomiBh yonr own nrmour, and find re¬ 
freshment for your^owu spirit here, soldier of Christ, 
but here is a favoured spot on which to train recruits 
to join tbo sacramental hosts. Yon should pray in 
your family. 


LeYBTJ BIT. 
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A LEAF OF MEMORY LOST, 
dd man’i luemorf is a queer place; iudeed, it 
reBeniUea an old*{asbioned gafret, full of relics mid bou< 
venirs of tlio past; the rabbi&li of to*dny, but tUe riohes 
of yesterday. IncoaTcraatioalatplywithanold man, who 
luiB passed a long and nscful life, nud ^ itli a bom it is now 
Indian summer, wo were impressed ailh a remark which 
ho incidentally made. He hml seen tbo opening of noarly 
seventy springa; at fiAt, the wiatere came and went, 
but by-aud-by uumelted snon'^dakos lingered in liia hair, 
and bo saw them drifting over the graves of one alter 
another, «hose iVi^t u ith his had brushed tho morning 
dews together. At last, they whitened over his old wife’s 
las^ ^Bting'Ulaco; over her who knew him when the 
shadow s full to the westward, and “ the day was before 
them Loth; ” who never thought him old, though all the 
world pronounced him so. Everybody said, wlien she 
died, "it is a terrible blow to the old man," and 9 few did 
mU they could to make him forget, but tliero was no need 
of that: "For,” said he, “they didn’t scorn to know 
where the blow full, they so deplored—tboy didn’t think 
how much 1 missed somebody to help me rememberl* 
Those few words, indeed, contain a world ofineoning. 
He did miss the other le<rf from memory’s tablet. Two 
pairs of eyes had hut one rainbow; but one pair beheld 
it now. Two hearts bod lived over again the paot; but 
one remembered it, and uaperfectly, now. Who would 
have life’s little thread extended till he, too, should be 
compelled to take up the words and say, " I miss some- 
body to help me remember ?" 

^ SAFE HOUSE TO SLEEP IN. 

A LA.WYJBR of high reputation was one evening 
travelling, and being late after a long day’s rido, ho was 
compelled to turn into a bouse in a solitary place, and 
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ask for shelter atid hospitality for the sight. His 
re<juest was graatod. In the course of the orening ho 
thought ho observed something reserved in the master of 
the house, M'hich awakened his suspicious, lie was at 
length coudui'tod to his chamber, which was adjoining 
the family room. The^ ho dwelt on the circumstances 
which lutd alarmed him, till bis excited mind was filled 
vrith thoughts of night robbery and assassinatiou. He 
proceeded to barricade tho room as well as he could. 
He fastened down tho windows, against tlie doors he 
piled up tables, chairs, everything that was moveable in 
the room. While thus engaged, words uttered in a low 
voice caught his ear, and caused him alarm, lie placed 
his cor at the keyhole. The mau of the Iiouso was 
engaged in prayer—family prayer. Among tho objoSts 
of intercoBsion ho was praying for “ the stranger whopi 
the providence of Ood hod unoApcotedly brought to 
lodge bonoatU their roof that mght.” When ho had 
got through, our travelling Wend arose from bis stooping 
posture. Imagine the ofaongo in bis feelings—nil his 
fears had vanished. Though no Christian hiniAclf, ho 
knew that iiie prayors of Ohristiaus are liko giurdian 
angels to the abode iu which they are uifered up; and ho 
wont to bod, and slept soundly and sweetly, ft'cling that 
the hoii'sc where Ood was feared and Avorshipped was a 
toff} houso to ileep m. 

A SONS EFFOJIT TO TOMFOTIT A DISTIIESSKD 

MOTHER 

W^iv cl{>bt thon woop, fond mother? 

U'by daughter btill survirrs. 

She 16 tied from am aud bonow, 

And W1& die Saviour liveA. 

A apotlesb robe die wcorctli, 

That knowetb no derj}, . 

Aud in hor bond bhu iHiarcth 
A palm of victory. 
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Why dost thou weep, fond ? 

diue in xngfui&h mourn ? 

Hi; dougliter tJiou must fallow, 
iiut she CAD uo'c't return* 
lloi soul that wee immortal 
CrUi uercr. never die, 

Tie pas8(<d the heavenlj jicrtal 
'jliAl leads to jnyg on high. 

Wliy dobt tlwm weep, fond mother, 

Wnle angol-bunds rejoioe? 

Uid'^t baintB iu heaven she vingeth, 

With a molodlouB volco. 

WHiy wo\ild^t thou wi^li to have hei 
Ihiek froiii her holy rest? 

Sht‘ is happy now for erei, 
lA’HDmg on Je^Qb* hi oast. 

Diy u]» those tears of sorrow, 

And wee]i not thou m ram, 

Befoie the onmuig morrow 
You 1>oth may meet agaiu. 

Tliy soul lUHy lio required— 

Tide Diglit the call may come; 

Then, oh, be Uiou prepaid 
To meet in heaven—her homo ’ 

J/tnmUit/c J 1) 


PAGE rOE OUR TOUNG- FRIENDS. 

S£ur>tuar ^ur BABDATn. 

Geo BOX Q. was a imo fellow. He never quarrelled 
with his compauious, and M*as faithful to the toau with 
whom ho lived; but, aa ia often the case with other 
boys, he fell in company with Sabbath-bi'eahers, who 
led him astray. One Sabbath in autumn, after the pond 
became fmi^cn, ho, with some others, spent most of the 
day iu^skatiug. ILo^camo in about four o'clock, ato his 
food kt Imsle, tbcc left the house, and in twenty 
siinuiee the cry was heard, “ George is in the pondl” 
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Erery exertion wh made to rescue him, but before he 
was taken out he was dead. God had called him to give 
up bis account of his day's work; and the great question 
with him has long been settled. Children, never cousent 
to violate tho Sabbatb, either in the liouse of God or out 
of it. Perhaps your next Sabbath may be the last. 

] distinctly recollect two cases of young persons who 
behaved lightly tmd rudely in the house of God, on 
last Sabbath they were able to bo there. The next time 
they were there their bodies were in their colBns, and 
their souls bad go^o to their lost account. 

When I see one in the habit of such trifling, I expect 
I shall hear something worse of him; and it very often 
turns out os I expected. 


TEACH THE LITTLE ONES HYMNS. 

Ti) the KdUur of “ The Nothen' FnemV 

Dj.ar FitiruD, — In om* of tl»c pcriodifols some lillle time 
siiicf, the ol ('liildi-cn’s bjiniis was noticed, and remvt 

oxpresM'd tliat Uu-y should mil bo inoro fi’Ciiucntly tiiuplit liyiiins, 
wliioli in utlei-'lifo would lu’ chunshed a-< yioldiugapiiitual lood. 
Tils )]iiilotme tliat tho Iiyinu liMnuxl 111 diddliood is retained in 
tlic iiieinoiy much bettor Ibtiu Unit whieii is Icitmod iu altei* 
life Tlicreforo, theraalterwith wlmli Uierliild'smctnoryi'jiilled 
isul the utmosteimsi'<2neiie.*. it {b,l 1 i(ipr,)ii', asubject oFrt'tivt 
llmt “ I'r Watts's Divine Songs for ( bihlrm ’ slionld he wi 
little iu uso now; bfty yeoi s ago, tiioy wore tlie only eliihlieii'H 
liynms (or nearly so), and in coiisoqucnco were invariobly 
found u btoudord hook iu the nursery of ovciy Christian 
fumilv. lint now it js H very different tiling: since tiiat timo 
tlitiL' have liecn ao uuiuy writera who hnve iviitlcn hymns for 
tlie young, and nwiny of tliem most hcautifiiUy uilaiitcd to tlio 
iuhint iiiiiul, thaV'Watts’s Tlyiims for Children ” Jiavo hcon 
iil.iioat lui<l aside; aud yet they contain tlie d( epest Oospcl 
initli. ill tlio idaiiicsl and tho most unqde form. 'Iliey were my 
diii^ht in childhood, aud they are mpiully so now in malurcc 
years; and I an. just returned from tlio uck room of an aged 
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1 )Q]i( tu ^Lo ntoK tlicin t<i lUjnJ a Unl^ pku^iic , liet 
ie(M( 

** Blest bi t]H Lonl wIm> ^nii liis Son 
io take oiii fUsliand bloody 
Hi foi om op hw cwO| 

iuiuiTt enu ))Uboaiviib God 

1 sliould be seiyclad ]l llie\i«cu more const&irtl\ 1 
tluuk lljOi niJ} ihrn U no Kasonfoi tin U(^Jit mIikIi tlu 
f«iUu oi tbc iitic] itlaii d ti> lua i\pu«Nod 

Inltncma ^oiustiul) 

\ luuM» 1» (inn)]iooi 

FRAOKEWTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

TnF 8 rMi\iHisTh(r miiiin 

Takp ilJ )(iur 8 rjm)l(bt sonow'’, jour l<ast{ ii('> jour 
tnihoi' aiiiiuj mceb, to Clud, tlie fneucl can nud 
'nill bjmjjjtliibC 111 thew mil boon b( conic jom cluuccst 
hieod 

A^n IIjU 

The BCHSUB of Lealcu lb flu clitnal ^ummei, uusuc- 
ceeded by 'uintci , tiiil o( IkU ib an (Until nmtci, 
UQ^u^cctd(d b\ summci rnd].>h light, uiisudCdlidhy 
daikiioss, lb til tfwy ol hia\111 iiidlcsi diiliK'-'- imsuc- 
<?ecdod Lj the d i\tn of i* oin is tiit tu/hi of hi 11 iJcniol 
Hud-day 1* the ioio of k h(ii— its sun nciti dcclmts, 
otiiuil midnight js Ik Lour o< Ldl 


>OJUlsOJ look 

Seal Hi If s IjMib liKb lout'iu Siiiipl n tuil C« 

An mill Mine' in<l rmIuI fik 

Sitrtiiial Hent V ip d Hi Ik IUt I II itrcui-j Uutlqool 
Wet M'upks 

I mioUlcf) ond ktuilul tlut.liUlor dli luso fiicDilb''bleep m 
Jiras ’ 
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TEEASFKES O^HAT ABE PEAIL AND FADING, 

TET NEV^ DIE.—No. III. 

We siiould always bear io mind, in tlie early training 
of our children, that they are to exert an induence on all 
around them aB‘ they advance in life. As they are not to 
exist in a state of solitude, they are endowed with a dis*, 
position to mingle with other beings, and to them they 
will impart more or leas of their own character—thaf • 
* very character which the mother moulds in the spring-time 
of life. No man lives for liimself alone; as he is bound 
to society by various ties, so every relation that he sustains 
is a channel of influence fur good or evil that is operating 
constantly upon his fellow-mcu. It is a most serious 
thought, that the infant in your arms, if it live but a few 
years, will be au active memher of society, and will not 
only be himself forming a character for eternity, but will 
be exercising an influence that will tell on the destinies 
of other minds through the whole period of their existence. 
If this is really true, how important that a mother, every 
mother, should feel her great retponaibiUty and aceotmla- 
bility, and the want of that divine wisdom which she so 
greatJy needs in training the immortal beings committed 
to her core, not only for this short life, but in -reference- 
to its whole existence. 

Admit, for a moment, that this life were the only life 
we have to live—that when our children die, whether , 
earlier or later, they pass into a state of utter and eternal 
unconsciousness—and then look around you and see how 
numy children arc educated precisely in accommodation - 
to such a state of things. What say you of that mother 
who watches carefully thefirst dcYclopraoiitB of intellect Jh . 

9 ^ 

her child with a view to begin its education^r rti* Itfe onlyy'! 
who, if she believes its immortality, docs not think Q: 
necessary to communicate toil so gloomy a truth—as she 
dnemsit P Who, inflict, tliinks of it and behaves towards 

TOL. X. . j> 
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it in all reapeuta as if it -were the creature of a daj ? 
Madness is iu the heart of that moAer who reiituiea 
upon such a course as this, and she has nothing to ex¬ 
pect but that the blood of the souls of her children will 
testify again&t her at tho day of judgment. 

Tlie mother may forget it, but the fact still remoms— 
that her child is bom for immortality. If you fulfil the 
duty of a Christian mother your maternal labours, from 

ing, will have a bearing upon eternity. 
Tou will communicate to him the amazing &ct that his 
spirit is to exist os long as God exists; that death is only 
an inoidont in his existence, not the termiflation of it; 
and here on earth his character is to be formed with 


the very beginn 
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reference to a future unchanging sc(‘uc of retribution. 

Tou must hoar in mind, mother, that your child has a 
corrupt nature, and that, as his faculties unfold, his sinful 
propensities will inevitably devclope thomsclves; aud that i 
nnluss tliat nature be renewed by the Spirit of God, your 
child can never inherit the kingdom of heaven. But you 
may hear in miod, too, that that very course which will 
really moat bubaerve his eternal interests, will also most 
promote his temporal interests; for if godliness has the 
promise of the life which is to como, it is also jirolitablo 
for the life that now it. Bducate them on anyoiJter prin¬ 
ciple, and you neither secure their h.ippincss here nor 
hereafter. Educate them with aviow to this lifeoul},aud 
they are not lit to act their part well even hero, for they 
must ho governed by loftier motives than tliis world can 
furnish; hut if you educate them for eternity, you make 
the best provision for both worlds at once, and in both 
worlds you u ill receive thoir blessing. 

We wore conversing with a missionary one day, and 
congratulating him on the c.\rly conversion of so many 
of his children, aud we asked him of their motlier. 
*‘Ah!” he said, “there was the secret; tho mother’s 
intluence in each case must be told; the Irt'.t uho became 
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pious was onlj betweon six and seren years of age when 
her mother died, but to her counsols and prayers may 
be traced all the good that is seen in her daughter.” 
Thus was this faithful mother the means of the salvation 
of her child; and although her sun went down while it 
was yet day, and a careless looker-on might have said 
her labour hod been in vain, God has pronounced the 
blessing. 


SOWING AND REAVING. 

“ Totrn next-door neighbour looks ill, Mrs. Pott," said 
iho tract distributor to the iuhabitant of the second 
cottage of two, which, in spite of age, looked as if they 
myhi be the abodes of peace and lore. The woman 
looked down, and did not reply until the remark was re¬ 
peated, with an additional inquiry as to the probable cause. 
“ Come in, ma’am, the wind is cold,” said Mrs. Fott; and 
then, carefully shutting tho door, she continued, “ 1 don’t 
like telling it, but they quarrel overy night. He comes 
home drunk—she aggravates bun-—and last night we 
thought she would have been killed.” *‘He beat her, did 
heP” “Does so, constantly, and he threatened to kill me, 
too, and so my husband won’t let mo interfere; but as ] sit 
here it makes me tremble. Dear lady, do try to do them 
good, for he will be the death of her.” “ Poor Hannahj 
sho has sown the wind and is reaping the whirlwind, but 
I will try,” replied the visitor. 

Hannah Cotton was an. orphan girl, and bad found a 
kind niislresN and a good place in the village where the 
above conviTSatlon took place. Her pretty face attracted 
the notice of an idle young fellow, wlio, being of superior 
appcaranco and manners, persuaded her to leave her place 
to ho married. Ifeing out of employment, he borrowed 
her savings to buy a suit of riothes and tlie wedding 
dinner. She left her situation and went tohor only home 
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with a brother>in-law. Tho daj came, hut no lorttj 
and Hatuiah learnt with aguny of heart that he had de> 
camped, aud no one knew whilher. 

'Weeks passed away, mid licr rolatiou refused any 
longer to give her shelter. The unhappy girl, housoleM 
■and homeless, wondered to the village where she had 
lived, and to which her artless betrayer hod returned. 
With tears, she begged him to many her, and he con¬ 
sented and took her to his mother's cottage. A week or 
two of quiet followed, and as ho had obtained good em¬ 
ployment in a neighbouring town, they might have boon 
happy. But John loved gay companions, and came home 
tipsy. Hannah scolded and raved at night, uud cried by 
day, so her house was dirty and furlurn, aud less money 
eame to her every week; till, just before her first con¬ 
finement, sbo found herself without bare necessaries— 
ill and hopeless—constantly lamenting her obstinate, 
wilful opposition to good advice, and dreading his step at 
night as tho signal of violence and misery. Such was the 
interior of the white cottage wlieo our story begins. 

CABE FOE THE OUTCAST. 

AX 175£XFB0TEI> miXNl). 

Ox the steps of a large bouse, a pale, delicate young 
woman, neatly dressed, was seen resting with an infant 
•on her lap—'her countenance betokened recent illness 
and present anxiety. The lovely infant was nicely 
dressed, but was crying, as if in great suffering; its cries 
^atrisetod to the bow-window of the bouse the mother of 
the family, who ran to open tho door, and to ask the 
cause of the nturse resting with her charge, and of the 
babe’s cries. '' I do not l^ow, ma’am, what is the cause 
■ of the dear babe’s crying, but I was so &int, I was 
obliged to pint on your steps ; 1 hope you will pardon 
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me.” “ Pardon! to bo snre I mil; bring the dear child 
inside; whore does jour mistress lire ? come in, come 
inside.” 

The joung woman attempted lo rise, but her strength 
failed, and she sank back almost fainting. “ Oh dear, 
dear! ” exclaimed the kind lady, taking the babe in her 
arms, and helping the young nune to arise; pray come 
in 1}y the Hir, niy servant shall take tho baby borne for 
you.” 

Soon the exhausted youttg woman was seated in an 
easy chair by the fire, while Mrs. Angus examined all 
tlie pins and strings on the m£mt. “ 1 wo3ider your 
laistress allowed you to take out tho door child, this 
niornij»j>,” said Wre. Angiw. “ 1 um sure you are too 
weal: to be a unrse; bow long have you been illP” 
Sonic months now, ma’am,” said the young woman, in 
a faltering voice. “Dear me, I wonder you remain in 
'your place as nursethen turning to the infant, and 
rubbing its tiny limbs, she asked, “ilow old is it? and 
whoj'c does your mistress livo?” “Baby is four months 
eld, ma’am,” the pole one replied; and addod, in a trem¬ 
bling voice and blanched dicek, “1 have no mistross, 
ma’am.” “ No mistress!” exclaimed Mrs. Angus, “ dear 
me, whoso babe is it then?” The young woman burst 
iuio a flood of tears, saying, “ Oh, ma’am, do not frown 
upon me—1 am its unfortunate mother.” 

31rs. Angus looked at the trembling young creature in 
astonishment; then at the superior dress of the infan t, 
as il‘ io ask the history of the pair. The young woman 
und('rstood the look, and amidst her tears she said, 
“ Ma’am, 1 nui guilty, and not worthy to sit here a 
moment. 1 am, indeed, a wretched, miserable creature ; 
1 fell in an oril day under the power of temptation; my 
betrayer is superior in rank to me, but society bran^ 
him with no mark of infamy—no, this is fallen woman’s 
lot! He cares fur the helpless infant, and by the hand of 
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hifl ei&ter he seada enough to eupply^ it xvlth food, and the 
raiment she makes for it. He sajs he «ill care for it 
'whfiB I am gone, but this I must tiy to learo; mj desiro 
18 , that it maj be left \(itb my mother, and trained up in 
the right way.” 

It was not iu the heart of woman to crush this failing 
creature, and while a tear foil on the dress of the babe, 
Mrs. Angus asked, **Ib your mother a pious woman P ” 
Yes, ma’am, but she was not always so; not when 1 
was young, or I should have been in different circum¬ 
stances.” “Tour case is a sad one, indeed, \oung 
woman, but you do not seem to glory in ypur shame, so 
I hope yon are socking pardon from your offended 
Maker.” ”Oh, ma’am, that is my trouble; if I thought 
there could he mercy for such a worthless being as I am, 
how gladly would I hide my dishonoured head in the 
grave ! No, no,” she continued, in tremulous accents, 
” I do not, indeed, glory in my shame. Oh, ma’am, J* 
shudder while I hear the daring words of some who like 
myself have fallen, aud 1 wonder how it is that in tluA 
land so few are found to say a word to them, which shall 
incline them to forsake their evil ways, and seek pardon; 
and evon the nurse who attended me in my trouble, 
laughed at me for being cost dovvu, and made fun of my 
misery. No one can tell what T have suffered ; I know 
too weli tiie consequences of sin ; I learned this in the 
Sabbath school &om a dear young la<^. Ma’am, you ure 
the first who has spoken kindly to me, except my jxior 
mother; every one else cither laughs at me, or speaks in 
a way that crushes the heart that is well-nigh broken ’ 

“ What school did you attend ?” inquired Mrs. A nga' 

“ At C-, ma’am ; my mother is only just come to 

this place to live; my teacher was iliss^jiodeu.” “Dear 
me,” said Mrs. Angus; “is it possible you are Mary 
Jones ? ” ”1 am, ma’am; hav o you heard of mo ?” “ I 
have; Miss Bodeu is loy sister; she has told mo the tale 
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of jour falL” Oh, ma’am, then 1 hope you will have 
pity upon me, and help me to understand the way ol 
mercy as sho does, for I can hardly find one passage of 
Scripture where 1 can get any comfort.” A. hood of 
tears prevented the continuance of her speech for some 
time; she then added, “Ihate my sin, and only hope 1 
may he washed in that precious blood before I die, for 
I feel I must soon appear before a holy Ood. May I 
find morcy, as Mary did ” ** Do you reside with yout 
mother P” “ Yes, ma’am, but i shall not need any 
earthly homo long; the doctor says 1 am in a consump¬ 
tion, and I <feol ho is right.” When Mary Jones left 
Mrs. Angus, that lady promised to risit tho poor penitent 
at her mother’s house. 

Mothers! there is a great fault souieviherc, or why » 
it that so numyyoung women talk unblushinglyof their de¬ 
gradation and shame; almost declaring that sin an honour 
wliich tho Scriptures declare shall, unrepented of, ciciuda 
those who are guilty of it from tho kingdom of beareu 
Tot arc there some cases like the one before us, whore a 
Christiau mother’s sympathy and instruction may lead 
the weeping wanderer to tho cross for mercy and comfort 
les, there oro many among those fallen ones who would 
weep tears of loy at tho warm prosbure of a friendly 
lioud. Do you ever tbcl for the forsaken and the out- 
ca'^t P Begin irow; they are perishing around us, and 
some of them arc saying, as they pass into the doib 
valley, **No Christian woman ever cared for my soul’* 
Make haste to the rescue—to-morrow it maj be too, 
late. 

CIUU&TLtN tNOMAN, SPEAK tO IHAI l.VLLLN 

OKF 

1 so lapidl}. 

hiom hci hearts caio. 

Blight e>t.s so glassily 
Anxious with foai 
n 2 
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*Weoping bobhUrly 
O’er her lost state; 

Say to her fervently, 

"JUa not too late. 

Siieak to her lovmgly, 

Hw her yoimg head 
Pas^CH diahonourodly 
Oowii to ttu^ dead, 

Aslsing imploringly, 

Muy 1 tiud rest? 

Slinl 111 Ptenially, 

die blest. 

(UiriHt rondesccndioijly 
Ono' Mit at moat; 

Maiy most lovingly 
Halhcd His ^ilod foot 

Kitcion jiharisaieuUy 

Spoko of her sio * 
most M'orchingly 
Ilea&oiied with him. 

Tel] her, most cirtaiuly 
Jusns heats pjayer, 

11 eg her niobt tunderly 
Not to despuir 


THE POOR IDIOT ANJ) THE PLEASURE- 

LOVING AlOTHBR. 

:PAU£ 07 ± VISITOR ATSOifQ TltZ POOR. 

% 

I WAS one day accosted by a c-lran-looluJig woman, wlio 
respectfully bogged £ would visit ber, ns she needed 
instruction. Entering her dwelling tbe following day, I 
observed cloanlmcss and order prevailing; allhuugh every 
article of furniture was bumble, there* was no indication 
of poverty or waul, it was by uu means difficult to 
iutrodace tbo subject of religion, for her heart had 
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evidently been opened to a reception of the truth as it is 
in Jesus. AU she desired was scriptural instruction. I 
first secured her attention to our Lord’s discourse with 
Nlcudomus respecting the new birth, after which she 
said. “Blessed be God, 1 have experienced that change 
myself.” Having seldom seen such an ardent desire for 
spiritual conversation, i begged her to give me an outline 
of tho Lord’s dealings with her, which she did as 
, follows 

“ From tho day of our marriage we wore hard-working 
people, aud having a large family, taught our children to 
be very iiiduslrions. "Wo never eart'd to mix with our 
neigliboiirs, but used tneiy moans in our power to pre¬ 
vent the children iiom having anything to do with those 
hy w bom they were surrounded. The best way to avoid 
it, 1 eousidered, was to take thorn out of it every Sunday. 
For that purpose T frequently sat up tliree nights in the 
week, aflor washing all day, to make thrii* clothes clean 
ajid smart, that they might appear very re.spoctabh'. I 
fed ashamed to tell u Ktraug(T that this n.is niir practice 
for juuuy years, nor had we a carc' for our children 
bo) oiid it. 

*• One Sunday afternoon wo walked to tbc end of tlio 
Icu-gurden, according to our custom, admixing lliu fruit 
and lloweri, when my attention wa» arrested by an idiot 
boy, who was looking upward so happy, as if attempting 
to sing, with a book in bis baud, which nppeaj'cd dirty 
fn)iii constant ii&o. My surprise wiia such that I a&kcd 
liH father what ho was doing? ‘ Oh,’ said the mau, * lie 
is u)dy talking to his blessed Jesus, as be calls him. 
The book in his hand is a Teslameut, winch be is always 
r<'ailing. Foor boy, it seems to amuse him, and provenls 
hi. getting luto jpischiof.’ 

“ riawng re<*oived this account from the father, I 
shall not eabUy foiget the shock whb'h passed through 
me, to think 1 had induced my husband and children to 



50 jL-mv KAitr. 

break so many Sabbatbe, utterly regardless of what the 

Saviour had done and su&red for }ay soul, whiU' it 

was the delight of that poor idiot to retire to a lonely 

spot of his father’s garden to enjoy coTumunion with hie 

blessed .Tesus- Oh! 1 cannot tell you the horror wil h 

which 1 vipwod my past life; I feared to sloop, lest I 

should aw^e iu bell. On the next Sunday, i begged 

my hushiuid to take the children to some place of nor- 

ehip. He promised to do anything if 1 would elu'cr up 

for he had uever seen me bO miserable before. Idy 

mind, however, becamo more wretched—I could neilhei 

sleep nor work. At length my husband povsunded me 

to go to hear a minister who was a plam-^p<‘akiug man, 

who would no doubt nay sometliing to comfort me I 

wout; but then 1 wanted to make mv sorrow known 

• 

to the minister. I could not pray inyHcll^ and therefore 
wanted him to do it for me. j\iU‘r many attempts. J 
wont to him. Never shall 1 forget the time, for tlie 
gentleman seemed to me like an angel. He talked, read, 
■and prayed so sweetly witli me. tlutt after a few lutorvicw •> 
I foi^ot my great burden, a beuse of pardon was felt, 
and peace wbtored. from that lime to the prc'^out it 
has been luy happiness to love and servo the Lord ; thiU 
is why 1 eanie'jtly begged you to visit me, for f lee) 
much love to all who love the Tiord * 


AUNT hlAKY.—No. 111. 

“ lie sUyetii Hii ronpli wind in tlio iLy of Hic mt witul.*’ 

UiroBE little Lizzio was laid iu the tomb, Ebby was 
prostrate in the same fever. The unsrifish and untiring 
Aunt ^ry was anxious to remain by him, to relieve her 
heart-broken bister; but such a storm arose, when Ebby 
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saw hi'r take her station by hia side, as .is seldom seen, 
save iu the sick room of a roinod child. “ Go away—go 
away.” lio criod, at the top of his voice, “I won’t take 
any modicme~>no, I won’t, mcthei*. Mother, I say, 
come hero—sond her away—send hor away—oh! oh ! 
oil’’’ “ Ebby, dear,” said the gentle aunt, “I want to 
talk with you—if you rave so dreadfully you will soon 
be very ill, and make your poor mother ill also.” “ Gto 
an ay—go .away, I say,” was the only reply she could 
get. 

At length Mrs. Neale said, in a low voice, “ Eiuy, my 
dear Mary, <lu go behind the curtain; ho will make 
buuseir ^ory ill, aud it u time he took his medicine.” 
'L'lu' ({uick ear of the sick boy caught tho sound, nud he 
replied, ‘’No, she shan’t go behind the curtain, nor I 
uoi.’l take any medidue neither.” ** But, my boy,” 
expo'itulatcd tho mother, “if you do not take the inodi- 
cine you will peihaps die.” Tho words seemed to choko 
her, as she uttered them, and she sank Into a chair near 
I'lebed. “1 don’t care, 1 won’t take it,” repeated tho 
self-willed boy. 

The mother entreated luin with tears, for her sake, to 
ta‘ve the luedicine, but no—the spoiled boy had never 
been taught to obc}, and he would not <'ommoneo now— 
not he, indeed! Wbilo he had the ^lowcr to resist ho 
did so, but disease iucivased rapidly, and he waa soon 
too prosti'ati' to mo\c or speak, aud for a long time he 
seemed at the very gate of tho grave. He was now 
■wJioUy ghoii up to tho care of Aunt Mary, for delirium 
pre\cnLed him from recognibiug the kind face that 
beamed so lovingly upon him, or tho gentle hand that 
smo<jthed his pillow, and conveyed to hia lips tlie liourly 
draught. The father of tho famdy was now smitten 
down, and tho mother's undivided attoutiou was needed 
by him. At length a lucid iucerval occurred to the sick 
boy; he looked around anxiously, asking, in a whisper. 
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“TFlieTe am I?—whew have I bean?—who told me 
about dying P” 

Aunt Mary was wady, iu her own wise and gentle way, 

apeak words of instruction and comfort to the young 
JKAeror. ‘^Ah!” ho said, when she oeaaed, “and was 
lassie there joSt now tiling me to be good ?*' Then, 
seeming to recollect himsolf, he added, “ Oh no, how 
feotish—poor Lizsie is in hcaveu—1 was <lruamlng.”, 
Be listened now to nil Aunt Mary said to him with a 
subduedness of npiiit unnsuo] with him, aud did not uak 
for his mother for several hours. When lio did, Apnt 
Ksry told him of his father’s illness, and rominded him 
that afflictions and death, us .well as joy aud happiness, 
eornc from the great (md good Uod, who expects us to 
submit to His will, and that when nur afflictions have 
necomplislicd their miasion, Ho can easily command them 
to depart. Aunt Mary then repeated her favourite text, 
when she saw young Ebby, contrary to oil her fears, 
gentle and obedient,—“Hu stayetli His rough wind in 
the day of the east wind,”—and thanked her hcavouly 
Entherfor keeping within bounds tbo wild, uncontrollabk' 


spirit of her young patient. 

Bay and night did the kind end loving Aunt Mary 
watch and jjray by her nephew, and with gentle words 
smd kind ways she soothed the prostrate boy, leiuliug his 
young heart to heavenly things, as ho was able Lo bear it, 
constantly asking wisdom from on high, to aid ber in 
her difficult work. All were suj'prised at the power the 
good aunt possessed to sooth and hush to I'cst tbe spirit 
e£ tho turbulent boy. Hho would somelinics ask, 
“’What should we do, if Ebby w'ero not altered while 
ssokness and death seem to reign around ?” adding, iu 


her own qf tet niauner, “ thi.-* is tho w^ll of our heavenly 
Father,—* He staycth llis> rough wind in the day of the 


east wind.’ ” 
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THE YOUNG MOTHEB. 

It was at tlie calm hour of twilight, which invites to 
serious contemplation, that a j^outhihl mother sat m 
thoughtful silence bj the cheerfUl fire of her retired and 
happy home. Oradled in her arms was the cherished form 
of her first-born babe. Eor awhile the mother gazed upon 
her sleeping infant wilAi an expression of fondintensenesB, 
,aii(l couiilooanco “as mild as morcy looking on repent- 
anco’ tearat louglh a shade seemed os it were to 
pass across her featnres, and then a tear found its way to 
her eyelids, whore it trembled but a moment, and them 
fell on the soft cheek of her unconscious babe, where it 
shoue like the dew-drop that glistens on the vermeil tints 
of the rose-leaf. 

What thoughts were those which, passing through the 
iDotlior’s mind, colled forth that briny drop to testify that 
the dc*^ fountain of feeling had been stirred P Her 
soul was filled with visions of the future; and those 
visions were not all bright, she looked upon the 
hel})ltiss form now so gently slnmbcring on her bosom, 
she thouglit how soon that tender bud, which love so 
fondly nourished, must ho transplanted to the world’s 
cold soil. That lovely face, where so often now played the 
sunny smiles of iufanoy, she thought might soon bo 
saddened, and though each lineament now bore the im¬ 
press of bpotlcBs innouimco, yet well she knew that ria 
could mar its beauty, and sho sighed to think that her 
loved one should ever be less lovely or less pure than now. 
Aud should Ihe Master say, “ Give me thy jewel, that it 
muy sparkle in my crown,” oh ! eonld she say, “ Ho doeth 
all things well P” These w ere tho feelings of that mother’s 
heart which toucjied tlie hidden springs of tenderness, 
and woke the stainless drop that laved her infant’s cheek. 

But that tear had not had time to dry—it still 
gUstened where it fell—whoa on tho mother's features 
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shone a calm and holy smile, which told of peace within. 
It was a gleam of l^ht from heaven that had dispersed 
the*gloom and left its chastened radiance on her bro%. 
She had raised her tearful glance to Him whose Watchful 
care is over all below, and who loves to shield His tender 
lambs from harm. She thought that should the cherished 
plant, now so closely rooted to her heart, be thence 
removed, it would only be that it might shed its sweets iis 
heaven; and should it live to shed its fragrance on her 
pathway, she know that upon its gentle head tho dew^ 
of heavenly love would bo disljllcd. She had sighed to 
think that the parent stem to wliicU it noW so fondly 
grew might be removed; but then she heard the voiee 
which said, '* Leave thy little ones w'ith me, aud X will not 
forsake them.” So she took her little, cherished lamb, 
snd with confiding love entrusted it to the tender Shep- 
herd’s cai'e. I’lieu her soul again was ejdiu, and hea\ enly 
peace and joy illuminated her features. Such power has 
faith . it lifts tho soul above the confines of this harrow 
world, till it drinks in the pure calm bliss of heaven. 
And as the morning sunbeam disperses the reniamim; 
sbadcB of darkness, and from the moist and drooping 
flowers drinks off the early dow, even so do llio bright 
beams of tho Sun of llighteousncss dissipate the clou<1.3 
of gloom, chaso away tho tears of sorrow, and scatter light 
andglodness about the path which leads the Cliri->tian to 
his cloudless home—his mansion in the skies 

Christian mothers! to whose guordiau care has been 
entrusted thobe precious plants so closely entwined about 
your hearts, and whose daily unfoldiugs fill your e^es 
withgratefullears,if ye indeed arc carefully traiumg those 
plants for a happy immortality, and upon all your efiorts 
invoking the dews of Divine grace, think not your pious 
caroinvain. The promise may tarry,*hut tho fruit of 
your faithful labours you yet shall see maturing in the 
skies. E. 



55 


THK DKATH OK AN IJIFANT 

1 uhMif) Uie ajigob ningiiig, 

Ah ihrj w^'Dt up through tlu^ hky. 

All infant'^ ^irit hringiog 
To itH Kather’a house cm high. 

‘‘ Happy thou, ao scKrn asaeiided, 

NYitb thy ahiniug raiuusit oi\ * 

IIa}ipT lliou whoac^ rare is oiidccl. 

With a crowi) so quickly mov^ 

Hushed is uow Uiy lamrntaiinn. 

Aud tlio iu*>t ^ords to thee giecu 
^^hll ho words of adoraiiou, 

In tiiobJos^l of Hoaren 
for the blood thou might hI bav-e Blighted, 
llasuow luacV theo pure withiu 
Aud lla* omJ seed is blighted. 

Thai had nju'ncd into mu. 

' Wo uill Ic*a<l ihco bj a rncr, 

^YllOM* the llowoiv are blooming fair. 

A\ i wjU Mitg to thec for e\ei, 

For iiii iiiglit will daiien Ucm' 

Thou shult Hsdk in rol*es of glorj'. 

Thou shale wear a golden crouu, 

Tliou sbaif Slug redom]»tious story 
NYitli the saints urouudtbe throut* 

•* 'Ihou u'lt st’C that hotter eon ntry. 

NVIien‘ a teaiMlrop ncrer fell; 

Whore u foe made never entrj'. 

And a Jrioiid siurt m'or • farewell * 
When a]>onthe radiant faces. 

'Jimt u ill shun* on thcc' alway. 

Thou wdt uo^or see tin* trac** 

()t evtmiigemoYit or decav 

TliOi* wc l«ar. n lj]y>blossoin. 

To a sunmior dime above. 

Then* I ’ lay th* e in u l>osoin 

Warm w.tli nioit' thim mother* 1 i\is 
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nappy tlinn, k> timely gntlierwl 
^'Toro a region cold nn«l bare. 

To Mooui on. n flower iinwitlierecl, 
i''ef'<li 1 l^ oil .luilu'osiul uir.' 

Tlimugh flic mgbt tliaf ilrat^oil so ‘•IomI/, 

Kaeliel ivutelied beside u be<li 
'ii>ig leildly, Itnci’liJiR lofth, 

S]i<‘ Y.oiil(] »(>l lie coiriCortcd. 

'J'o lior liwt one bli< \.n> clnu'iii}', 
lisiiiing Umiv ii]'ou u '•hnnul, 

Slio could h«*nr uo Huge! siiic'iiig, 

Hoe Jio brigbtoebs llirougli llto cloud. 

TWO KINDS OF KICIIES. 

A LTTTXB boy sat by bis moiliur. rTc looked long at 
tlu' Qro and was silent. Wbeii the deep thought passed 
away, his oyo grew bright as bespoke: ‘‘ Mother, I wish I 
was rich.” “Why do you wish you were rich, niy son?” 
Tiie child said, “Because every ouo praises the rich, 
every one inquires for them. The stranger at our table 
yesterday asked who was tho richest man in the vill.Tge. 
At school there is a boy who does not learn; he takes no 
pains to say his lessons well. Sometimes he spenks e\il 
words; but the children don’t blame him, for they say 
lie is a wealthy boy. 

The mother thought the child in danger of liclioviug 
wealth might take the place of goodness as an excuse lor 
indolence, or cause them to bo held in honour iv ho led 
unworthy lives; so she asked him, “What is it to bo 
rich P” lie answered, “I do not know. Tet tell me 
how to boenmo ricK, that all may ask after me and praise 
me.” “Tobecomo rich is to get money. For this you 
must wait until you become a man.”,, 

'ilie boy looked sorrowful, and said, “ Is there not some 
other way of becoming rich that I may begin now ? ” 
She answered, “ The gain of money is not the only uor 
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tbo inie wealth Pircs maj hum it, tho -floods drown it, 
the winds may sweep it away, the moth may eat it, mt 
waste it, aud the robber may make it his prey, hlen are 
worried with the toil of getting it, but they leore it 
behind at lost. They die aud carry nothing away. The 
soul of the rlcheBt prince on earth goeth forth, like that 
of the wuysuie beggar, without a garment. Those who 
possetij* it are always praisod by men, but do they reemre 
Jihe praise of d-od?” “Then,” said tho boy, “may I 
begin 1o gather this kind of rIcho<i, or mnst 1 wait till 1 
am a mnii ? ” 

The mother laid her baud upon iiis little head and said, 
“‘To-ilay if ye will hear his voice, for He hath promised 
that those who socle early shall find.” And the child 
auid, “ Teach ino how I may become rich before God.” 
Then she looki'd tenderly on him and said, “ Kneel down, 
every night and moruing, and ask that you may love the 
door Saviour aud trust in Him; obey His word, and 
si rivo all the days of your life to be good to all; so, though 
yon may bo jioor in this world, you shall be rich ju faith, 
and au heir to the kingdom of heaven.” 


AN INTKHKbTINd AND ENCOOJIAUING LETTEE 

AND I’ArKU. 

7b (he Ediiu, oj - Tht Mothers Friend " 

hnmbly your pardon lor intruding upon 
yoKi valuable time, but I havefeltiprutintereslmtliu Mother^ 
I'ncud for some tune. A kind and benevolent lady having 
lent it to too poor persons, me among tlie number, for tho four 
past years, f have often thought it seemed most cspeeially 
adaptodlorpnorwivesandmothora, and wished that all uouldase 
it and profit by its kmd and useful pages. I am myself the wife 
of a (Idy-laboutei, and tho mother of three smal] cliildreu, and 
I eiui liiily sny tlint*r have found tho peruRsl of itlnith profit- 
ablv and pU n«iURt f havo sonistimes thought, bb ] took up 
yom ehenshed little ningo/ine fiom iimo to tunc, that I eould 
luiinsli a piece now and then, from my own experience, that 
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ttlght be useful to soDh'of ^our romlors; and aftov iuiplorhi^ 
TMvino aesistajice. I»mtd Uio ac^otnpanyiugpaper. Shouldyoti 
tbink it wortli iuvrtiou, tiud wiah ojr to write again, ploasc to 
Bignitj it on the eorer of the nuBiber in wldch it H])p('ars; also, 
if you wibh for luy address, which X will forward to yon, 
although 1 must beg you to ke<'p it secret, os many might 
•think it too presuniiiig in tue to not up teacluT to niy brtterh. 
Uljoh decide tliiit T aiu inraiuihlc of doing good in iliis w.ty. i 
win ^lill give )ouuiy oarueal ptayeiv and best wislic'^ fnr the 
success of your Tslnahle little bwk. 1 hopo you will ckcum' 
anything you may tliink rude or intruding in this note, or the 
paper enclosed for your mb|iection: and allow* mo to sIku 
as your humble nud obedient ser>*Rnt, ^ 

A I.AHOX’BKtt*s Win:. 

A WORD TO KEIUANTS. 

I often Uuiik that if thobs wlio arc uuw in boiTice. who. 
you may say iu a temporal way, want for noiluug, could fon^st^e 
how much care and luani^jemcut it will roquii*e, should thes 
become the wife of a labouring omii and tbo mother of a friniil}, 
how rerj* careflil it would make them, now they live iu the 
land of plenty, never to waate anything that in alt^r-life l)ie> 
might be glad oh ‘fhoy litUe lluuk li<m many contrivaiHTs 
they would have to uuLo, hijirovide food and clotliiiig, to }>ay 
the rent, and to keep out of debt. He euri'ful now, never tlnxiH n 
piece of noxv junh'rial away as largo as your hand, uoi yt 
thrust it into your lag-bag hill Jvt*ei> a bag for oil siirh juoof''-. 
and if you never want them, you can give them to some poor 
person who has a family to pateh mid mend for, and who will 
feel thankful for Kueii n tr^iisiu< 

You need not mind bring thought old maidiJi, or srjvwing, 
as some silly girls arc dyi to u^nu any attoutiuu lo tritling 
maitci'H, hut take for your cvample the Txinl of Loids and 
King of Kings, who, attor he had most bountifully^ supplied the 
great multitude ol fne thonsaod. did not think itl>oneath linn 
to tell hisdibciples to gailier up iherragiueuts tJiat nothing might 
be lost. At the same time Uiat 1 would advi&i* you lo throw imay 
nothing that nould be of any service to you nr otheis, 1 would 
just give a word of ca ution, never lo let tliolove of hoarding and 
saving over tempt you to make use of Rnyllnnq, no nmtter liow 
trifling»that belougb to your employeis, and that you would 
not like them to see lll-gottiu guius never pi*o$j>cr nr 
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{iro/it in tli4^ cud, <uid yon cannot bo too <'arefal of the fii«t 
tc’mjitaiion to lalLO for your own what dotnot belong to you, 
however iuugiiidcajit it may t^ocm; bat remember the bines 
—although they indy ajij^ear cUildUh, Uicy ero none the lose 
tnie~ 

** H14 a i»in to bteol a pin, 

Mnuli more to 4teal h greater Uitog/* 

Kbov a IiAooc ash's WlFU. 

^ TBUE STOUT FOR OUR YOUNG FBIENUS. 

No. X]. 

OENTI.B JOmf, THS UABST YOVSO TTtLAOBB. 

‘•This interesting youtb,” continued Mrs. Ormsbj, 
“ I'cmoincd in a louguisLing condition for many months, 
HometiincB thinVing he should rocorerond be made useful 
to liis foUoW'Crcaturcs, at other times feeling that ho 
should he laid in an early grave. One evening, about 
t^^ilight, after passing iho day much as luual, some vessels 
on tlio lungs gave way, and ho began to expoctorato 
blood to on alaruiing degree; but John was as peaceful 
and as calm as (iver, feeling that all was well. When a 
friend who had boon sont for entered the room, he was 
unable to speak, hut lifting his bright eye first upon her, 
and thou casting it down upon the crimson tide which 
was fast flowing, ho seemed to say, ‘ AH is over now; 1 am 
going to heaven.’ And so it proved, ilis hours wore num¬ 
bered; only a few more, and he would note time no longer. 

“ When he Jiad a little recovered, and reclining for a 
few moments, his beloved father entered, and seated him¬ 
self opposite to the couch, u silent but mournful 6j^>ectator 
of the touching scene. The dying boy flxed Ids beautifnl 
eyes upon his parent, and several timoa seemed to nonm 
himself to say something to him which was pressing on his 
heart, hut tlio eftOrt was vain. The thoughts, heart* 
siirring as they might have been, are buried with him in 
his grave—ho could not give them uttenmee. As soon as 
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ponible he wae takeu iu a chair to hiti bod-rooio, his kind 
medical man aasisting to carr^ the precious burden, which 
migcls "vero soon to bear on their wings to the throne uf 
the Eternal. His mother and a friend undresbed him 
and placed him in the bed from wliich he was never again 
to rise. 

The flow of blood uoutiuuod for two days, during wliich 
he ooiild talk bat very little, and the only nnxioty he 
•eeniiC'd to feel related to bis beloved mother. As she 
pasfcd round his bed from time to time, his eyes 
followed her; and it woe evident that ho lougt'd to speak 
Bomo word of comfort to her, but his fcdiiigs were luo 
dsep for utterance; and as the tears filled his eyes, h«' 
l^peated to lift his heart to heaven in prayer, but the 
most he could say to that beloved nioilicr, to whom ho 
wae about to bid a long farewell, was, ‘Do toko some rest, 
mothor; or,‘mother, do not cry.’” 


TBA&MENTS FOB SFABE MOMENTS. 

THB nSST inTBBPUBTUB 

Love is.tbe quickest and best of all interpreters; ho 
who loves Jesus best, will host discern and know His will. 

' HOIOIHTS. 

liei us have ve^ much care for our moments, since 
mnifl moment most laud us in cteruity; and no moment 
is BO short as to bo entirely &ec irom rcsponbibillty. 

Tine iUee, flowers fado,tho body dica; cliaractor alouc 
is uumortaL 

In the henddey of hoaven, goodness pmeedea groatneb'. 


NOTICES OF W»OKS. 

Tie C^rMiau I/adjf\ liaffdgnu, London * PurLiidj;' \ (\». 

Hus number still keeps up Uie high duii^der tvo hnvr lietoro 
gjjreu to Uiis iiiiorcbtuig uia^^ne. 


Tovffff 3fen*9 Jl is H riiUn. * London * The 

Book Society. 

Two Oitlo iwnodtels bkoly to be useful. 
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AUNT MART—No. IV. 

“ IIo el<i}tt]i Ei^ roD(?1i 'niiul in tiie da} of the ra«t nind.” 

Bepobi: joniig Ebby sufficiently recoYerod t*> 
lea\ 0 his sick cliamher bo Teas a fatherless boy. I'oor 
.\[r Noalo had been called to appear in tbe presence of 
Crod. doplono", as hu passed away from earth, his miS* 
* moua^oment of bis only son, and his neglect of dnties 
ilint the Bible etijumed u^mn him. 

The widowed mother was overwhelmed by this three¬ 
fold sorrow, aud for nmiiy wueks she lauguuhed on a bed 
of bnffi'uiiq. Aimt hlory was now the stay of the 
whol<> liou'^e—-the comforter and guide, the nurse and 
nn “ Oh 3Iary !” Mrs. Neale would CEclaiin, 

when hLc was lecovcring, " wbat shall I do with Ebby, 
now poor father ii gone ? If he returns to his wild, 
mad wi}', wliiLli I fear be will, he will kill me. IJis 
droadtiil dl^ubi die uoe and selfiah torapcrwill make ereiy- 
hody iniHprable, as well oh himself.’’ 

“hi) dear sister,” -\ant Mary replied, in her wianing 
wav, “tiy to look away for comfort to Him who (done 
i:ui cheer tUowulowcd heart, .viid guide you into the 
path of poac'e Nothing iinpossiblo to Him who 
hushed the ragiii" biUowi into a calm by three words- 
‘ P.au*,be dill’” 

•* Vh, hi ir\, if I w ere like you, 1 might be happy 5 but 
{ fill I hue lu'luted cverjtiung I ought to have 
attuidid to, and hive lived oul) for earth ; bodl), indeed, 
(wen lor tin-, for I have rmued my boy, and caused my 
licir KtlU g ils to fiel that 1 am a very partial, unwise 
Mother ” 

“ Well, Ilaiui ilif I admit all this, but ibe first step to 
amendment IS, to feel wo have done wrong. Our heayeoly 
E.ither IS more willing to listen to our rcpeatdng iditow^ 
and pardon uh, than we are to go to Him for the merry 

■V OL. X. X 
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WO aU need; and He is so kind tliat ho lias given 
promisee to the widow that none else can claim. He 
knoweih our frame, and eveiy sorrow that we experience. 
1 always think that is such a beautiful passage in the 
Old Testameut. Listen! 3 will read itIf ye afflict 
any widow, or fatherless child, and they cry at all unto 
me, I will surely hear their cry.’ 

“Thus, you sec, dear llaunah," continued the kiud 
auut, “while God chastens, He still gives comfort, and 
will appear for those who * cry’ to Him in trouble. ‘ Ho 
stayeth Hie rough wind in the day of tho east wind.’ 
And then, again, you are not left in poverty and want, 
to mourn not only the loss of a dear, luud Imsband, 
but home and comfort also. Only look at poor Mrs. 
Korton. Whon her excellent husbmici died, she had to 
leave the pretty parsonage, whore she had spent ton 
happy yeai-8, and go forth into the world with six father¬ 
less littlo ones, not knowing where to iiud shelter; hut 
you have all you net d to keep you from w orldly auiiety. 
Ah, depend upon it, Hannah dotir, our sorrows miglit 
always be worse than they are. "Wc eau see many mer¬ 
cies left to us in the midst of the great est earthly losses, 
if we only look for them. And then, as to Ebby,” con¬ 
tinued the good Aunt Mary, “I trust he may yet bo a 
comfort to you, for, during uis long illness, T have had 
many opportunities to lead his young heart to the 
Saviour; and f do not think he is really a bad buy, only, 

; unfortunately, his early training—or rather, I should say, 
his lack of truining>—has made him a littlo household 
tyrant; but let us hope for brighter days. Tboro is still 
light in the cloud. Our heavenly I'athor alwRys ‘ stayeth 
ITia rough wind in the day of the cast wind,’ and setteth 
one thing against another.” 

“ Oh 1 Mary, do help me to seek comfort, oud wisdom, 
and peace, from the source from whence you derive so 
■ very much ha^^ss.” 
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nuruic TiiKir, HOTiihu, ^v^^ILK ior ma\ 

MoTin k’ v^alol) the little teof 
Climhmsf o'ci tlie gaidon wali, 
llouuduig tliiougU tin ImsY slieet, 

Uaijgni(/ ctllai, shed, iiiid liaU 
N(vei coimitlH nioiiKutslo U 
Novel iiinid if limo it 
f attic h'ct will po astu>» 

Guide them, luoUier, while )OU iiiav 

Mother’ watch thclitth hand, 

•Pu kiup bciiKs bj tlir way, 

Milking housem the enud, 
losbing nil th« fiafpriut hay 
Ne«< i dtiie the quistiuu ask. 

Why to iu( this wemy task ^ 

Hiosc ^amo htflo hands muy pioie 
Hi Ruis ol GoiU tiiith and love. 

Mother ’ watch the little tODyiie, 

Pialtling eloquent and mild, 

What IS Scud, and wbat is snug, 
ii> till lia)>))} )4iyuiis ciuld, 

( uUh the wo)d wliili yet unsjiokcii, 

Slop the vow beloii tis bioken, 

'Ihis bciiuG iouguo uia) yit prodcuui 
Ulessiugs m aSavKHiPa name. 

Mothci ’ watch the lilUi heult, 

Jlcatjiip soft and warm lorjoii, 

WhoKsoifie lesRous now impart, 

Reeji, oh < kcipiliat >oiiug lic&it (luo^ 

I \Uicatiug tvrt} wud, 
bnwuig g(HKl and whedcsonie Ktd, 

Iluivtstuch }oii ilioii ma^ see, 

Kipiuiug foi iUiinty 

EXTBACT jnOM A LECTUEE DELIVERED 
AT BKIGAtON, RY DJt. PETTIGKEW. 

.Taking the first period of life, that of 

infancy, it ^as oh served that some physicians had tuid a 
child only came into the vturid to eat, to sleep, and to 
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cry. But it is not naturul for a ctild to cry TLerc 
must be something—& sly pin, or a ilcraiigi'inont of tlio 
8 tomach'>-to cause it to cry. I'lie bcsi^tuinpercd child is 
the bcalthiest child, but its futui-e temper will depend 
much upon its training,—that is, as n general rule, verj 
indiiTerent. The first tiling ususdiy done to an infant is 
to put a cap on its head: about the worst thing possible, 
inasmuch as it will lease and iiTitalc, and will hoep tbo 
head hut—that being just the part that slionld be kept 
cool. Tbo rest of the child’s clothes urc usually as 
ridiculous. It is the custom to put it into clothes longer 
than itself, “just,” as nurse says, "to kcej) its little 
toddlos w'arm.” I'bc heat and weight of such clothes 
would make any ohild fretful; and then, os if this was 
not enough, the poor thing is often lightly swathed 
round the waist to prevent respiration, and interfere 
with the proper working of that iniportunt piece of 
meebomsm, the hiiman spine. 

'Well, then, when the child grows to be a few months 
old, the other extreme is resorted to. All the lung 
clothes are cut away, and the child’s neck, arms, and h'gs 
exposed to the iDclcmciicy of this climate. It is done 
with the idea of making tlic child hardy—a gr.and mistake! 
By leaving the extremities erpOAcd the uhild’s heart has 
about throe times the work it uhould have in keeping iq) 
the circulation and vital warmth. The mottled ^t.^ic of 
the arms and legs, often polutud to as an iudication of 
bardiuess, only shows that the circulation is irregular, 
and not unfrcqnently does this absurd style of dross la} 
the foundation of disease of the heart. 

Clothes should be warm, light, and loose; fianiiel 
shoi^d be worn next tlm skin, and linen specially ayoided 
as being tiie worst radiator, and a good conductor—^jusl 
tlio reverse of what is desirable in clothing. Calico is 
also bad, silk better; but it convoys away tbe electricity, 
and is, therefore, objectionable. The flannel should ^ 
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of a light kiuJ, siioh ds worn in TudLn, '^horo life could 
not ho n^amlaiir'd nnthout it. The cov'Tiug of the hend 
should be light and throughout life. Hats arc the 
cause of haldnoes. 

There is a pre^'ulont notion that a child is hardened by 
bciUQ taken out of bed aud plunged mlo cold water. A 
strong child juighl overcome the shocks and benefit by 
the re •action, but a sickly child would not do so, aud this 
is often the proxiuiato cause* of iudaminalion and death. 
ijVedini; lis^e much to do with health. Most children 
arc over-fed, • t)f <*ourHC, the mother^s milk is the best 
ItKxl. The leeturer n grett ed that the bystem of eugaging 
wet nurses Is much ou the increase among the rich» 
because tlio own child generally fell a victim to 

ueglect. It wub sad to find that tliis evil had increased 
amazingly w^ithiii the last ri\'e years. Hid ladies reflect 
on what they were' doing, when* for their own ooinfort, 
they hocanio uistrumentai in the death of so many of 
tlu'se uuhapp^^ iufauts ? Milk of cdl kinds might be given 
to jrifuutK, with pro]>er dilutions and eweelcnod. 

Thei^e is a ;<*neral impresbion that sugar is a had thing 
for eliildrcu. That is a mistake. They require a certaiu 
amount of warmth, und sugar and. all fiiriuaeoous foods 
produiH* incri*a$e of temperature. As to rotting the teeth 
that is all nouscuHc; the tooth lure gencra}l 3 ’ rotted by 
gi\iug Iho child a groat deal of bad food, and then a gnwt 
d<*}il of plissie to rcdicic it. A child should Itave small 
quant it i<*s ol* food, given often. 

A little more next n\outh. « 

TEEASUEES THAT ARTS FSAIL AND FADING, 

XET#NEVER DTE.—No. IV, r . 

r 

Hffw often are a niother's words and prayers remem- , 
bered, when her perBaasiTc torif^e and warm,, heart are. 
Blent and cold in the grave t Wo nre constantly meetn^; 
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with iustonceB of this onturo; and although it often 
happens that the mother does not sec the blessing come 
down while a pilgrim below, she finds her children, whom 
ahe had tried to lead into the narrow ws 7 , among the 
Tedeomed at last. 


A pious young man, in the full dress of n soldier, was 
convM’sing with some friends one day on his past lifo— 
and ho will serre as one illustration to prove the truth of 
our proposition. Ho wns asked to recount a little of his 
early history, and with much hesitation ho commenced by 
Tei'erring to the days of his youth, when under the ibatcr* 
ing care of pious parents—whose instruction and prayers 
—whose holy example and tears—which, ho said, he hod 
wickedly resisted—ho alluded to with deep feeling. After 
a course of sin and folly, he said he hod enlisted as a 
B<fi<lier. “Before 1 loft my nativo land,” he continued, “my 
father offered to buy me off, and my mother implored me 
not to leave her. ‘0, my son!’ said she, ‘my only son! 
—my ouly child! do not break your mother’s heart, and 
draw down the curse of God upon your own head.* I 
felt I loved them; gladly would 1 have remained al home, 
but for their religion; it was iboir religion, not them, I 
hated—and to get aw ay from it, 1 resolved to go .awray 
from them. Being on only child, it was too much for 
the already broken heart of my tender mother, and, 

the gra\o 

soon after my departure. 

” When far off at sea, one day, on getting out some 
Jinen, a small Bible dropped out from the folds of a shirt. 
My mother, coneemed for my salvation, had placed it 
tiiere when she had put up my clothes. I felt mad with 
rage; sn^hed it up, ran on deck, and cast it overboard 
fts far |S I could throw it. When 1 joined my regiment, 

' I threw off all restraints and sinned with a high hand-^ 
the nomber and nature of my sins make me tremble and 
Uhth when I think of them; I regarded not futuro 


praying for her unworthy child, she sank into 
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co]iBcqucn<‘u8, and nothing but grace abounding to the 
chief of Burners could have reached my case. I was 
engaged ouo day with my companions, in our usual pro* 
fane manner, when the sound of distant sacred singing 
broke upon my ear. My attention was arrested; I stood 
still and listened, and tlioughts, altogether didcrent &om 
any which had Uorotofore occupied my mind, laid hold 
upon mo—tears ran from my eyes. Homo stood before 
*mc—my father'* and my kotjieo’s prayers—the grief I 
hod caused them—Sabbaths at home—family worship in 
my lather’s •house—iii^ heinous sins against God—all 
came crowding upon niy rcmcmbronco until I shook and 
trembled in view of the wrath of God, to which T stood 
exposed, and which J thought liad then overtaken mo. 
My coiiipanionB at tirst mocked at my distress, and tlien 
It’ll mo. 

** I walked towards tlic place whence the sound of singing 
liad proceeded, and I found a missionary preaching to a 
congregation of jicgroes. T laid tlowu under n bush aud 
heard tim reniaiuiug port of the sermon, and heard also 
when they were to meet again. It would be impossihle 
for me to describe bow my nights and days were passed 
till the timo retiiruvd. 1 had no Bible; nor was there 
in the regiment a man to whom 1 could apply for advice 
aud iustrnclion. 

“ Attho time appointed I wm again secreted behind my 
bush, but the sermon sened only to call uj) to my miud 
frchh guilt. J had been a leader to the regiment in its 
follies and wickedness. Again and again my companionB 
urged me to join them; some coaxed, others swore, 
many laughed, and all mocked me. I fearlessly made 
known to ilicin the change wrliich had taken place in my 
xuiud—what uowwerc my viewa and feelings regarding 
the sins with w'hich we were chargeable, and what would 
be the sad and everlusting conseguouccs if wo poreisted 
in our wicked courses, aud refused to repent and tom 

X 2 
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to the Saviour. Tho whole barracks now rang with the 
tale of the enthiiBiast, as thoj <> 0116(1 roe; mnuj said, he 
is mad; others, that one some rum would cure me. 
Alas! they made a grand Aiiatake.’* 


HUSBANDS ANP WIVES. 

'* Salfii>haes« K base nnd liatcful; Init kwe (‘onudercili »nl It h’IC. 

. . . . .... If will be liappy in nmrria^, 

Confide, lovo, and fw putk-nt: 1 k> fiithttil, iim. ancriioly." 

W'j: arc always anxious for variety, and as ne «ri(c fiu' 
wives who do not boar the matcvnnl rololiou, ns well as 
those who aro surroiuidcd by intere»>litig gronjth of litlh* 
immortal beings, w*o like now and then to put in a word 
for thorn. Two or three papers before \im, louI hy dear 
friends, will help us to drop a few* Lints by tho wu) ; th“ 
first la hcadud— 

Tl!£ (jUAnBCnSOtLC <<0UP1/E. 

John and Marj- Smith hod been married some year-.; 
they profeasod to be Christians—ue\t“rtheles»i, tliilr con¬ 
duct was not such as woold commend tho Go‘'pel to 
others; nnd at length their quarrels bocauic quite a m*u)u1.iI 
to their neighbourhood, and n grief to their ChriNliitn 
friends. >'or a long time none had the counige to bjicjik 
to them; tlio case was so bad, all were afraid to touch it. 
At length, a good man, whose heart \wi'j full of hue. .and 
who had often snceesbfully sullied diiHeuIt matters, wu4 
requostud to call upon !Mr. and ULrb. Smith, and try what 
could bo done, for they bad now declared lhf‘y could not 
live in the same houbo any longer. 

Choosing au liour when John was likely to be at home, 
tho good man knocked at the door. John was sitting in 
ouo corner of the rooui, and Mary as far from him as 
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po^sible, both looking daggers at each other. Good 
day to you both,’* said Mr. 0., iahiug a chair nud making 
himself na much at home as the <w’umatauces seemed to 
jiermit. All tvore silent for a time. At length, Mr. O. 
suddenly turned to John, atying—“ Well now, John 
Smith,! ‘^^l])pofle youihiok you ha^e the \\orst wife in the 
orld y” “ ] mh'od, I do,” rejilmd John, sulkil}, “and 1 am 
sure of it, loo !” “And you, Marj',” continued Mr. O., 
turning to till* wife, “ ! dun* Miy yon think )ou have the 
worst huebaud in the world “ Yw, Sir, that I think 
r hare,” said hfary, beginning to sob. “Well, then, you 
Imd better shak'* bauds, for perhaps you am both right!” 
Then, taking 5Lir}’H hand, he drew her towards her 
linsband; and takuig bis, made them shake bauds, lie 
then took up hU luit und wisliud them “Gooil moru- 
ing.” 

The ivci'ncilialion, thus Im-stlly i IFeeted, was not so 
h.Ldilv broki'u. John’s ooiiscienee told him he was a bad 

ft 

Imth'imt, and Maryan Lcml reproat'hcd liorfor being a 
tuid wifV. They sought and nbijimd luutunlforgivouesf*, 
ui\A b) j.olp fwin God luno w ice ^^nlKcd logi'tlier 
i»i ]H‘aee und umlual foj bouraneo. Mu\i\ n Trife may 
Ihiiik there la much to blame JU her lmO)and. aud no 
doul X (here u ; hut ^ill be well to fry to find out how 
iiiiK'lj blune Is altaih'^d lohor^lf Thai wlW di^|»»oherfo 
forgive him; mid if tlic bo v rcallj Clublkn ‘woman, slto 
wih m\s. helj^ifroni Jlea\on to enable them bcdli to bear 
nud forbear—to pity ami Jove, aud atek the hnpphiesH of 
each other, ab then intended to i(o vihci), as bride and 
hrule^oom, they toot j)OH^ObBion of tlie same hoiDC. 
Nothing but dejih can > ‘\ei' the union. A^V every day 
for grace to perform home duties aright. 

“Th^ foinlcM tuni the Imppie*>l pnji 
Wdl laid o( eabioiib to foi l»c.u; 

And souiitiling, e\ejy d«) tlic\ hc<, 

To pifjt Hiid poll laps forgni.’^ 
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SOWING AND BEAPING.—No. n. 

A t)A.T or two passed wiihoot the tract ladj, as she 
was called, being able to Tisit Hannah; but on reaching 
the gate, the kind neighbour mot her to bny that tho 
night before John had, as usual, relumed mtovicated, 
and, after a scene of brutal blows and outrage, Hannah 
was carried to bed insensible, and there lay between lift 
and death. Not ojio word of reproach now ctimo from 
her. She was past that; but she had poured a torrent 
on him the night belbre. By God’s mercy sho rccorered, 
and a baby-boy was bom of great beauty. In the spirit 
of LoaU she said, “ Now will my hrisband love me.” As 
soon as bor weakness allow'ed, the lady visiti'd her, and 
gently led her to speak of hur misory and its cause. 
Hannah frankly acknowledged her own rash and hasty 
reproofs provoked her husband. 

“Now, Hannah,” said her guest,you must promise 
ISO that you will always have a neat aud rheeri'ul llrc-'vide 
in the evening; and if John comes in tipsy, don’t say 
more than a remark about the weather, orakiud ollei 
to help him off with lub shoos, and hav'e his supper reaiK 
Be sure, if he speaks roughly, not to answer again, luid 
get him to bed as soon os yon can, taking caro that Ids 
breakfast is ready for him to take the next morning. It 
will be hal'd work at first, but nsk God to help you to 
win him into good ways. Is he fond of reading ?” “Very 
fond, ma’am.” “ Well, Hannah, I will bring you some 
books, which you can show biiu, and pcriiapa he may 
take a fauey to road thorn. We will try our best, look¬ 
ing to God for help and success; and never four that Ho 
will give boili, if wo ask m faith, aud for'the sake of 
Jesus Christ our Lord.” 

We will p^n into the cottage a year after this, and 
kiss the now baby that is in a neat wicker cradle, watched 
by its mother, in her clean cotton gown and warm shawl. 
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“ WclJ, Jlannali. aro you better?” “Tea, ma’am, aud 
betler lu otlmr waye. John AiU join your library, ma’am, 
llo iK'vcr comes homo tipsy uow, mu} seoma so foud ol' 
his C'liildren; but he is very poorly—he can scarcely 
uulk to his \\ork, bat says he mubt do it for Uiy soko, 
niul llio Idtle ones.” “Does he aiteud any plnco of 
uorhliip, JIaunah?” “No, ma’am; that is to come. I 
ituibt get him to that; but I work by degrees.” “ "Tou 
found iny pl.ui of silence nnsnered when he was drunk, 
liimnuU ?” “ Oh! yci, dear lady: ho never beat me again, 
and uhen I did not answer, iic used to go up to bed, and 
Mub very horry the ncTi day.” 

Moro iidiugi of irnouali l>y-ftQd>by. 


PAGE FOR FATHERS. 

IS it that, uoorly as a matter of course, wo spoak 
of moihc'rs aluiobt excdasively in regard to the work of 
iufaat mstructiou ? Ci'rtain it is. to iho mother belongs 
the earliest aud therefore tho most important part of 
Chi'istiaii nurture; but it docs not all belong to her, and 
her precious labours are powerfully reinforced by tbo 
aid of the pioub fatlier. There are thmilicb in which the 
I'hildfcn scarcely expect to hear a pious word from tho 
iatbiT. Tho Sabbath evening is pas&cd in tho motlier’s 
apart meat, wliero she licips them in their little lessons, 
joins tlieiu in their hymub, and snggosto their youthful 
prayers 5 aud when the other parent enters all is Iioshod. 
Great rebponaibihty rusts on the father as lo the reli¬ 
gious training of his household. Tho father has a 
superior raonsuro of authority, and bometimes a higlier 
cultivation and far more knowledge of the world. Over 
his sons, p.'irticularl|r, he exercises an influence which is 
formative, and almost absolute. Dlessod arc those cbil- 
dreu towards whom this trust is faithfully discharged. 
Happy is that fatlicr who, on entering in the evening, 
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gailiers bis littlo ones around his knee, enters into their'' 
little cares, sud instils into their miuds the sweet lossunv 
of pietj. Let Christian fathers snatoh suino moments 
evetj day for the x>crforinance of a duty which will thus 
he embalmed amidst the firagranl meniorira of their 
offspring. 


A MOTllEE’S INFLUENCE.—Ko. IT. 


“ : tiad >lian yonr childn u |p> 

Into a Horhl of cin und nuc, 

Withoi)i Olio 

Tliat Clirisl any {^uUlc thoui i*\os\ nb<.r<» ^ 
Khj, you i'Aiiujt too K* 

To lit tlicui for .** 


Avokust Uio yaritiil aconcH wliicli n\i(^ a briglit \\ifi\v 
oret Uns t>infiLl \\ orld, none appear niot'^ <*aUMilat(*d Ui 
worm tho heart of a gouume ChrixtUti thnii Uint uf 
Tnothcr bebtonitig her parting bleaHitig ou her kou or 
daughter, preriouH lo tliuir leaiiog the* partMjtal rvjnftu 
enter into JUV. Aa «hc Mands ujdiiicd humlH mi 1 
eyes, her heart hunimg ^itUhoh and (<M*veiit '^hi* 
iuvokoe JicuTeu‘& best hii.Kuigou the eliUdoDun hoMKii, 
thivfc the rainc giu(*c wbuU wat c.aiiriifyjng her ..oul iun\ 
be rouchsaled to him* 

It \raH /IS lorely n lu'uiunf, <ner hhuue rul of hewou 
Mhen Selby Mteud ut the garden^gsvto, \wUchiiig lier 
beloved wm aai he do on l}«e hill to tiie Jieigh- 

bouring toWi, atreteUiu', itnelf along the valley, Llieixi (o 
take the rail ibr a dubmt pla<‘e. it uob hia itrnt ejdraure 
into Jhc M'orid. -Mrp. Selby had riKTi early, and. aflcr 
comiiihuding bersc*]!', her binbaud nnd fnaiily, and espe- 
cii|^ hiui yyho that moruing isaHtnboui to leave the 
piMntul rouf for the“%Tide« ^\ide ^orld,'^ to Him >rljo 
u ever watchful and land, she lioslened to prepare break¬ 
fast. Tlie frugal repoat being over, and family prayer 



i. uoTEHs’a iatti.cSkcB. 


73 


{tcrtbrnied, ‘AliOet ber hoaband helped to oonrey a 
tnuik or two down to the alation, she packed, In a small 
parcel, a few things for his ootnfort—not forgetting a noat 
fiiblo she hnd obtained, aa the gnide of bis youth, and 
a testimony of the anxiona thoughts aho hud for his 
solvation. 

As he descended from his little ehambor, she called 
him aside into the porlonr, and, shutting tho door, thus 
addressed him, her heart being full, and her pyes swim¬ 
ming in tears:—“My son, you ore about to enter into tho 
world; sitnro#, templatlons, and dangers will await you 
on every side. Lest you should fall, then, under their 
power, () keep near to Him whose strt ngth is sufliciont 
for every duty and difiBeulty. Take tho word of truth, 
whifh you will find in this pared, and make it your con¬ 
stant coiu^touitm; ond, with the Spirit of Und to onlighlen 
w>«, it will prove a ‘lamp to your feet, and a light to your 
path.’ Never turn your back on tho bauetnary; it is there 
ym will Icuru the infiiiilo importnnee of mligion. Seek 
llic frii'udship of the good, ami, above all, hold daily mid 
hourly comuiuuion with God. Aud now ma\ tho God 
of Israel keep thee in nil thy ways, and preserve thee in 
all thy goitig^. May He blobs and prosper thee in dl 
thy soul. May lie never leave fcheo nor fbrMiko thee, 
but may Tie plant liis grace in thy heart, so tiiat thou 
mays! serve Him faithfully here on earth, and enjoy 
Him hereaftor iu heaven, do, riy son, and may the 
Loi (1 be with thee for ever.” 

And wmi that p.'trling advice and blessing of no avail ? 
Did if fall like the snow-flake on tho hard sud flinty rock ? 
No, mothers; its soft and gimial iuflucnce, like the dews 
of hcflvcn, fell with fructifying clibct on tho heart. That 
blessing went wiMi the lad. lis compomouship was 
never lust. Years roUed away after it was uttered by 
that honoured woman of Qod, and now that young etaa 
is “adorning the doclriues of tho Gospel in all things." 
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Moiben! see to it that jou never let your children depart 
&om beneath your rool'^itbout a blebsiu^. Who can tell 
but that bloBsing umy bo the mcaus of bringing them to 
Christ ? OiD ABinoNT. 

A TfiUE STOET FOE OUE YOUNG FEJENDR. 

No. XU. 

% 

OXITTLB JOllW, IHB BiPPB TOUNO VllIiA<JSR. 

“Alone season of quiet,'* said 1^. Oririond, “afiiend 
obeerred to John, ‘ I trust your miud ib at jK-'ace.’ Ho 
replied, in a low voice, ‘Yes; I am very comforlable.’ 
‘What a mercy,’ continued his fnend, ‘that you hatl 
sought and found the Saviour beibro this hour.’ ‘ Ycb; 
I havo been tlunhing,’ said he, ‘ how very foolish people 
are to leave rcligiou till Bickness comes on. Oh I it is, 
iudeed, a mercy tliat 1 have fomid Christ.’ 

“Again and again he uas asked, ‘ Arc you still happy r* 
His n’plies nere, ‘Yes, very pc'acefiil, comloftahlo, happy.' 

‘ You are not afraid to die, dear John ?' ‘ Oh, no, no! J 
havo no fear.’ ‘You know you have n mansion proparod.’ 

* Yes 5 I do know there i". I am not afraid.’ ‘ You ciijov 
a peace of mind thu viorld cannot gi\e youf’ ‘ Vesj i 
am resting on Christ; this I laii do.’ ‘ Wtll, this JJock 
of Ages will support you. Never shall you sink ou this 
resting place.* ‘ No ; I know I uevor, never shall.’ 

“Violent bleeding now camo ou. His molher, who 
had retired to rest, v'as colled to join those w ho stood 
around to see her precious boy depart, but bbewas not 
])ermitted to see the dUtresaiug scene. Her darling was 
imable'to speak again. His eyes were fixed as if gosiug 
an angels descending to bear him awa|f in triumph to his 
home in the skies. Soon he lay in a btillnoss too pro¬ 
found for sleep. Ho had deported to be with Olirist— 
one moment a sufierer here, the next a saint in glory. 
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“ The beloved youth,*’ continued blre. Ormond, “ is 
now a bright spirit, reclining on his Father’s bosom. He 
wears bis wbito robe and his dazzling crown. He waves 
his palm of victory, and plays his golden harp, while 
from seraphim and cherubim be learns the notes of 
heaven. On earth he delighted in knowledge; now be 
has entered the school of Christ in Paradise, and the 
blessed Saviour is bis teacher. His studios are the 
volumes of eternity, bis heart islovo, his soul is joy. On 
eartli, while a dying sinner, he looked beautiful, with 
his placid brofr and brilliant eye; but how lovely does he 
appear now, as with a crown of glory on his head he 
bends at the feot of Jesus ! He has cast off mortality, 
and the innnurtol spirit is now in tho presence of God, 
where is fulness of joy, and at Ilia right hand, where there 
are pleasures for evermore.” 

PKAISE. 

li is Saturday evening—the little cares and domestic 
anvioties of another week are nearly closed—the dear 
little ones are peacefully slambering above, and their 
mollicr, in the calm quiet, reads to herself from the 14i6tb 
Psabn to tho end of that beautiful book penned by the 
sweet singer of Israel. It is peculiarly striking to 
observe how much of praise is joined with the devotional 
feelings of the Psalmist. We find him praising God for 
everything, and from the loftiest object down to the 
nicaucst of God’s creation is pi-aise invited, not excluding 
the praise of a little child. As soon as its infant powers 
can give utterance to those sweet but simple lines— 
“Gontlo Jesus, meek aud mild,” &c.; “My God, who 
makes the sun to Inow,” &c.—they praise him. Let us 
mothers endeavour to offer praise to the God of our little 
ones, lest they, by their genuine and simple language, 
rise up and condemn us. 
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P^ISI. 


How niucli good do we roocive nt the hmdt> of ovir 
heavenly Father, in hih kind can? over iin from Snhhatli 
to Babbnth! During the week, doinoEstic busiucbs-adaira 
engross much of our time; %e are often called upon In 
leave our dear children in the care of others; or, it maybe, 
souieof them are al>out leaving us. iJow glad we tecl, on 
retui;ning, to find them safe from af^Ndcnt; this is matti r 
for praise. Soiuctuneh our hea«\euly Father putb upon 
them, or us, a alight or severe iiflbctiou; iipon being 
reatored, how much of praise heeomjs ns! It is a g«‘at 
mercy to find their minds capable of comprehendiiig all 
we say to them—and a sweet emplojincmt i1 la for the 
gentle mother to unfold the dawning ideas of her infant 
-"•bow responsible for the channel into u Inch its thoughtb 
are directed. Motlicr. teach its little heart to praise the 
God who made it, for the common as well the unusual 
mercies Tie arc conslautly recoiling. 

We must and do feel gratelul for our e\ccllont helper 
and co-worker, The Mothere' WnenJ. Its pleasant pngev 
have oft-times cheerod us in our diiVicultics. eucoiiraged 
os to persevere, and materially assisted us in ibnniug 
many useful plans. Then thero is cotiueeted with Ihib 
our Mothers’ Meetings. i\hiel\ are, perhaps, the best of sill 
our sacred enjoyments. We especially feel them to 
be a source of the grcateoi joy and comfort to «inr 
lumds, from the kind sympalb) felt by the bcloi cd u Iff 
of our Pastor (who conducts that bcimoo); and when 
we unite with her iu prayer w e feel, more than at any 
other time, a sense of holy joy and praibc. 

Let every sincere mother, who ■studies her f>un eomfoj-t 
or the happincbs of the soula committed to her care, aim 
w ith delight to bring all she can to tho Mothers' Meeting, 
that her Mul, with many more, may tninglo in praise to 
that Saviour who eier waits to be gracious to those who 
Seek Hiip. Soon will the sacred hours of the Suhbath 
dawn upon us. Hay they he to us what they were 
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intraded by our great Maker—a day of Uoly enjoyment 
in sacred duties. Let us endeavour, ns much os {Ktasible, 
to teach our dear ones the sacrednoes of the Sabbath, aud 
load them by our example and prayers to the heavenly 
courts, 


Where all the air is filled irith praise, 

And licavcii «it]i lialltiiijaUs t,. 


STErWOTllEES.— Iso. V. 

SoMB years .ngo J became ocquaiuted svitb aj\ interest¬ 
ing young person, who had lately married a widove* with 
four elJldrcn. "WTion I was first introduced to these 
childrun they were all sitting on a form, the very picture 
of order and decorum, and I thouglit them very good 
cliildron. Uut time passed ou—troubles came on tho 
family, which gave me oecasiou to be a frequent visitor, 
and many complaints 1 heard from the mother of her 
uniuanagi-able children Thejf also complained of her to 
neighbours and friends an well as to their father, who 
made eommon cause wlh them, aud the poor mother 
complained thal she could do nothing to pleoao any of 
them. 

I knew, from personal knowledge, that the elder* 
children were very naugh^, and 1 much pitied my poor 
fricml. But ilio chauges and chances of life por^ us, 
•aud for five or six years we never met till a few wcelw 
ago, when 1 found out iny old friend aud called on her. 

Tho door was opened by a stcady-lookiiig young 
woman, who tamed out to be one of tho daughters, a nd 
of her the mother said, “ Sho is my greatest comfort; she 
is my housekeeper, and nurse, and everything. 1 am 
often obliged to leave home for days togotbor. I •ban 
leave all my Httlo ones happily with her.” Of the other 
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three, I Heard a like heppj report; two hod died in tho 
Lord, one waa living to His glory. “ My dear friend,” 
I said to her, you have much cause to ho thankful that 
such naughty children have turned out so well. They 
used to give you much sorrow.” “Ah!” she replied, 
“T have much cause for shame when T think of thubo 
days. 'When I married I did not know myself; i was 
not humble; 1 expected a great deal too much from ir) 
children, and 1 thought far ton little of whnt my own 
duties to thorn wore. But I am thankf\il 1 saw my error 
befiffe it was too late. We are all very happy together 
now.” 

And 80 they seemed to be, in spite of much that was 
tiying in outward circumbtauccb; love, harmony, mutual 
confidence, and true religion reigned in that little 
cottage, and 1 trust many an unhappy stepmother, who 
bai begun in the wrong way', may be eucournged to 
believe it is not too late to mend—that if now, uufortu* 
nately, disunion, disobediciico and strife inakr the house 
miserable, it may yet be possible to n'form matti'rs. JiCt 
the poor stepmother ask herself whether she ih sudiciently 
unselfish, and self-denying—if she sufiers herself to be 
jealous and cross, and overbearing—and wbcUicr it would 
not bo possible even now low mover those little rebels 
■who otherwise will make her future life jmserable? Much 
Sprayer, much self-government, will bo required for tbis ; 
and let her pray earnestly for more love to her young 
charges, and it shall be given her. 


THE UNSEEN RIVER. 

4 . 

a nuglct) in or, 
Whoao ^uUexi flow 

A little Wfoie ub, 

AnpBS tlic path we go* 
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l)cn^* fogs ffitzTOimd its borders, 
And tpU it from our 
'J'lU ive at last aro standing 
mum* Ith dark Inllow^ liso* 

And yet its solemn murmiir» 

How oit our spirits hear! 

The dii^<^]ike Toh*e of billoan, 

T(i Mhich we still draw nesr. 

'ro>(anl tInM saeejung torrent 
How fiist wT liartl(*n oUf — 

IIuw* ehall wo breast Us cmrt'n' 
UuaiiltMl and nioao? 

t) foaifnl, iloadly river, 

JIow shaU we pass tliec by*' 

Ko bndgi* cau sjiun tby waters, 

Nt> Ulb-boat (for tbeo ply. 

Is 11101*0 no wav to bbuu thci* 

% 

14 dv we' not tnm aside. 

And scapr tb^ futal stmgi^b* 

With tbj LlWIiilJiitg lido*’ 

i'dti Jr/ no path disooTor» 

W'hiob Iriidb nof to tby bbon** ? 
<*«n S^enre show no rolugo 
Kroiu tbai wliieli wc deplore? 

No! \uiii WTiv oHcb eudeav<»Ui* 

To slum our ce'ileun doom, 
Andjet. iiHaUaio liver, 

We ncisl not fear tby gloom , 

J'’oi#)ne liatli passe *d tby waUH> 
Who lobbed llnv of thy sting, 
Ainl took away tby hitteruebs, 
Tlion cold, romorsidess thing! 

And now, though high around us 
'Phy bowling waves may swell, 
Uis Dtorty cheers lu, on onward; 
•‘lie doeth oU (hht/fh well 

Witb^His strong ai*m beneath ns, 
In triumph wo may sing, 

“ Dark Mrenm, when^ ia tby terror? 
0 death, wbei*e is tby sting?*' 


H. B. 



SfOTICES or BOOKS. 


80 

FRAGMENTS FOE SPARE MOMENTS. 

CAK OOJ) SEE TilBOUUU THE CRACK? 

A I>AJ>T came home from shoppiog one day, and was 
not met aa usual by tho glad w elcome of her little sou. 
lie seemed sbyof her, stulked into llie entry, hung about 
tho gnrilou, and wanted to bo more with Bridget than 
wat| common. The mother could not account for this 
manner. When she was iindroasiug him for bi‘d he Rni,d, 
'‘Mother, ean God see tarongh the orach in the closet 
door?” “Yes," said his mother. “ \iul can He sot* 
when it ip all dark there ?" “ Ycb,”niiswefod llio mot her; 
“God can noo overywhen* and in every place.” “Then 
God saw me, and will tell you. mother. When 3011 wor«.' 
gone, 1 got mto the closel, and took and aleupj’ou” 
calto; and 1 am sorvj%very boiTj,”and,bowing lub ht.iil 
on bis mother's lap, he burst into tours. 

rniJ*Dar.^. 

A very touching circumstanco happened some inoiiih' 
ago at Busbelorrc. A man with a inuiily was lelt a 
widower. In process of time, he Jbnmd u eonuevion 
with a woman who, having childnn of lier own, ti-catod 
his slightingly. Uu the day of Iier niiirnage, now dresses 
were bought for the cliildn'n of the bride, hut none for 
(he otljcj'S- The poor things, having no one to t.‘d»»' their 
part, or ahan' with theia in their giieftwent In thcgniie 
of their departed mother, ns if to tell her what had be- 
fallen them, and to ask hirtohelp them, pouring out 
their agony of mind in floods of biiter tears. 


KOTICKS OJ' HOOKS. 

I 

Bo/ir ^ far Jlpreavffi BiUUd \Vj)1*as 

1iOOA^^lj<mdo&' niwl (U * 

A ihort igftnuir of .m iiit*no(iiij)p: child, with a nmoK r of o\lrii< ts 
from cunfnr( to DioommHnlioaio >vtaping over 

tic gioVcttf littiv vhUdsiw. 
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” ilc stiiyeth His roiij’li wind in tlie eUy of tbo OshL wind.” 

Aukt Mary now tuiok uphf'r abndo with the Ix-.reaved 
family, and w.aa the' means of it^oding hor widowiid sister 
to Him wlio raised tlio yoniig man from the doad at 
Naiu’s gate, in comj»:issiou to his bereaved nkothur. She 
had the delight of scTiiig lier rest upon an almighty 
arm for suj-.port and gi|ida*nje, and of helping her to per¬ 
form those maternal duties which she. had heretofore so 
sadly negl(T.tcd. “Ah, Mary,” she would sometimes 
say, “1 novel* felt a mother’s responsibilities eintil my 
heavenly Tatljcr sent allHction to luy home. 1 can now . 
say, with the king of old, ‘ It h good for mo that I liave 
boon alllictedand I only wish my voice could reach all 
the mothers in the laud ! 1 would sny to thorn, ‘ Begin 
verj' early to traiu your children, as the Bible requires.’ I 
could worn tlu-ui, too, from my own experience, of the 
sufleriug mothers endure who spoil tlieir boys. Every 
day,” she added. “I see, that wiuloEhb)’‘is governod and 
guided by the glance of your eyo, neither command nor 
entreaty from me will avail anything.” 

‘•This is, indeed, a painful view of the cose,” Aunt 
Maiy replied; “but, in every instance, where I hare 
known a spoQed child—and I have been a close observer 
of children and mothers for someyoora—in cvoiy instance 
whore T have seen a partial mother, and a son ‘left to 
himself,’ I have seen that .son grow up without either 
love or rospoct for that mother. Thus, niothors reap 
only what they sow. An<l we know iWsver must be. so ; 
for Ood has said, a child left to himself bringeth liis 
iuothep to shamo; and you can soo, dear H{inaah,”'eon- 
tinued tlio gontlo Mentor, “ if you look into the Bible, 
how the iiispired*liistorian records instances of this 
kind fur our warning—'Beboknh, you sec, snffored dread¬ 
fully for her partiality to Jacob j when she bade him 

Toil. I. r ■ . 
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^re-well at the teut-door, onthc morning she sent him avmy 
to her own early home—it was for over on earth—her 
eyes were .never allowed to behold her pet boy again. 
Thus, she might hare read her sin in her punishment. 
Tljen there was Jocob himself—walking in the way of 
tie mother—must have his family favourite too. What 
trouble and anguish did that coat of many colours cost 
him!—and what strife arose among hia children by his 
unwise conduct as a father! Then there was David 
again, the king over God’s chosen people—just read his 
history relating to his sons, and you will perceive at once 
what a partial father ho was, and the sad sufTcrihg he 
endured as the consequence.” “Tes,” rejoined Mrs. 
Neale, “ and old EH, too. I have been reading his sad 
history; and wc find, that although he was a priest of 
the Most High God, he was uot to go unpunished for 
-neglecting his parental duties.” 

“ My dear sister,” said Aunt Mary one day, as they 
were sitting together, “ you are not veiy happy to-day, 
your eyes arc red with weeping. An old divine once 
asked a widow, who would not receive comfort, ‘ if aho 
had not forgiven God ?’—It is our duty to try to 
acquiesce in the will of our heavenly Father, asking for 
Divine help to do so.” “ Yes, Mary, I know all this; 
but there is one thing presses veiy heavily ou my heart, 
aud often keeps me from sleeping ut night. I have long 
wished to mention it to you, but too well 1 know it is 
not ill human wisdom, or a sister’s tender sympatliy aud 
love, to solve the fearful doubt.” Mrs. Neale paused, 
aiid her tears flov^d fast. “ What is the anxious fear, 
dear Hannah ?—tell me; I will comfort you if 1 cun ?” 
“Ah,” said the widow, “it is the thought that my dear 
Chai'les has not reached heaven. 1 was too ignorant 
myself him, or indeed to sec Lis real state; and 

since I Understood the plan of salvation, all 1 read 
tends to deepen my fears for his safety, because I feci 
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t}iat we might have Icnoviif as wel] os you, in this lauil of 
Gospel liglil; tpould “not come" to tlio Saviour, as 
lie says, to get the wisdom ueedcd, and \sliicli only a 
beaveuly Teacher can give; and ibis morniug 1 have been 
moro distressed tbuu usual, by rcaduig an account of a 
ilillicr, ^vhoso eldest sou had died without leaving him a 
scripiuial liope that he had gone to be with Jesas. Tlie 
latlicr touli all the remaining ebildrea into the room of 
death, and as they stood around the young man’s cDi&n, 
fie said, while he wjis iu an agony of grief, ’My children, 
1 wish to worn jou by jour brother’s sad history—and 
if 1 i<’}l you that J hope he is iu hcaven^I shall only loud 
you to iiiiagiiic that religion is a thing of no moment. I 
confess to you all, tluvt I do fear roy precious sou is lost 
for ever. God rcquircb holiueas—h<‘ had none; God 
requires faith .and love—ho lu«l neither; God requires 
iiieetuess for heaven—ho was not uiei'tened, os you all 
too well know ; and while i read that the wicked bhall be 
turned into hell, and that “wllliout holiness no jnau 
bliall see the Lord,” 1 dox-c not make God a liai- by sup¬ 
posing my poor boy is go^o to live with Ituii and the 
holj ones in heaven, for he gave no oidenco tliat he was 
washed in Iho blood of the Lamb 1’ CHi, Jlaiy, every 
word of this comes homo to my heart, and makes mo 
feel tliat poor C'liarlos neither behoved iu his danger, nor 
tlu' remedy God lias provided. Thoro is no use in saying 
or bi lievingthat allwliodiego to heaven!—forever these 
words are ringing in my eai-s, ‘'Witjiout holiness no 
man shall see tho Lord.’ Ob, that bo kid left me a 
hope of liis future liappincas! But the iLouglit—too 
lat<i!—too late !—agonizes my soul, and ofieu easts a 
gloom over my own hope for a happy immortality.” 

Aunt Mary look tho hand of tho sorrowful widow, 
asking, “I)o you remember, Hxinnah dear, my deep 
Borrow ?” “ Yes, truly, I do indoed.” “ Well, you will 
albo remember dear good Mr. Cray callmg to see mo. 
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every ovoolng, trying to comfort me?" “Yey, Ido, 
well.’’ " Ojio evouing I was more than 
tressed, when ho took my hand, .and said in hiti own 
Bweot w.ay, * Think uoi of thethe blood of Christ 
is upon it j fear not for the/u/ure—the grace of Christ 
will be with you to meet it.' Tins I must now sayio 
you, my hiifferiiig sister—let it be a word of comfort, as 
it was to my burdoued heart.” 

irU8IlA>DS AND WIVES. 

THE PEATIXa WIKE. 

« > 

Sad Is the pritspect of the Christian woman who 
marries an unconverted man; she can expoel nothing 
but disapiiuiniment and sorrow, for how can two walk 
togetiier huppily, except they bo agrood ? Dut, when a 
wi£:‘ ifi bronj^t to view eternal things in their trtto light 
^er her marriage, she should be very earnest in hope 
and prayer respecting her husband, fur the word of God 
asks, “ Wbat knowest tbou, 0 wife, whether thou shalt 
Bavothyliusband?"—(1 Cor.v^l6.) Thesethoughtswore 
suggested by an incidont which occurred not long since. 

**I was ono day walking (said an old friend) atTuss 
Kewingtou Common, whtm I met an old kdy, whom I 
hod fbnuorly slightly known as a tract clistribuior, but 
bad missed for somo time in oonsot^uence of the ilhiess 
and deatli of her husband. Bbc was now arrayed in 
that saddest of costumes—a widow’s robes, tmd I 

should, perhaps, have passed without recognising her, had 
idto not saluted me. 

After a few Inqulrteil wasproceeding on my wdilv when 
she placed hm^ hand <m my shouldci' and addressed mo 
very solomnly,—' My dear,' said she,' you oro young and 
1 atu old, aud I have a message to all .*ny young friends 
which I hopa they wiU'nev» forget. Yon have, doubt* 
.loss, unoonve3rted relotiycs. Oh, may you never know 
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\rhat it is f y liai o an. unconvctted hnsbaud! But if any 
^honi you lovt* larc btraiigcrs to God, lot me encourage 
you, by ray c\peri(‘Uco, never to eeaae praying for 
them. "WTien I waa mairied I knew not the Lori but 
after f wnb brought to ihe cros^, my firjt dcairo was to 
aeo tlie conver-jion of my dear huabaud; but lie \iould 
liaton to 110111111 " 1 had to say on tliu important subject. 
I could oul\ pvajforlum; Ihib 1 did, day and nightjyear 
^ft<*r year, luit all to no effect. Sometimea I grew dis¬ 
couraged, and thought it saa of no use, and that I must 
give over; then again I felt I could not gi\o him up, and 
ao I heg.iu and weut on for FOBTr xnins, and as 
hia heiollli ilcelined, and old sg(‘ crept upon him, J folt 
more nud more hopeless. At length ho was bcized ivith 
an illness which lasted for many months, and then was I 
reworded for all my ioara and aniiioty hy seeing him turn 
to the Lord with ail hia heart, lie never recovered from 
that illness, though ho lingered long, and gave sure 
evidence that ho had passed from death unto life. Now, 
f will never cease to say to all whom I know’, persevere 
in ])rny er for all your relatives and frionde, and be en¬ 
couraged to believe irom my I'lamplo that you shall bo 
heard at the la&t, if not he&re.’* 

"Wife’ have you pnyed forty yrart" for the conver- 
-slou of y our hubhand ? if not, go on. Slolhcr! have you 
prayed ‘'forty years'* for your prodigal son? go on, 
tliere /. liop<' in Him whose mercy cudureth for ever. 

UGHT ANH HAHK HOMES. 

'W'n have sometimes seen a map of the earth drawn in 
such a way, that it gives us some idea of the evtcut to 
which ihe Gos^iel has reached, and, alas [ who has not 
mourned over very large |woportiou cor»*red with 
darkness. But suppose we could see another picture, 
not of the world, but of the homes in our highly-favoured 
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}u 2 ul 'What would that aspect bespeak ? Surely there 
^ would be many bright spots, but oh, how many dark ores! 

ISTow let us turn our thoughts fur a ibw moments to 
this subject,—the homes iu which we live, and by which 
we ore surrounded. XiCi us vail to romenibrauce the 
time wheu thero was au actual diatiuciion mode between 
the homes of Israel and ISgypt. We aro told, that during 
the time that the Egyptians were in utter darkness, 
“ all the children of Israel had light in their dwellings.” 
Now, although this marked difference between the homes' 
of God's people and Uis enemies lias ceased, in one 
sense it still exists. The world secs no outward sign hy 
whicli to form a iteciBlon, but God looks upon our homes 
and beholds them as either light or dark spots. J^ight is 
a beautiful emblem of knowledge, purity, and truth. God 
is light, and believers are called “ children of the light 
and so the homos of believers are hnbitations of light, 
because Grod dwells there, .and is honoured and loved by 
the families abiding in them. Oh! that parents, and 
especially those who arc Clirihtiau professors, were more 
concerned to shed the holy bght of the Gospel around 
daily duties and callings! 

Is not temper sometimes nilBed by trifling annoyances, 
and then many other things follow, which cause a shadow 
to rest upon that home, and to make the difleroneo be¬ 
tween that and the worldling’s so triflins: that it is hardlv 
to bo discovered ? Let us, theu, be more roncemed to 
have light in our dwellings, to live more habitually m the 
exa’cise of all that is lovely and of good report, to teach 
our children to love truth and sincerity in ei ery form, and, 
above all, may we have grace so to live, that when the 
light of eternity is thrown upon our homes, wo may 
neither be asliamcd nor afraid. Then oiu* dally actions, 
with all their untold influence, will be^, summed up by 
God’s unerring judgment, and our cterotd destinies fixed 
bv that decision. ‘ 
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Blit wo muyt turn for a moment to the contrabt, and 
hiquirc what constitutes dork homes P Darkness is au 
a']>palling figure, often used to di'Scribo sin, ignorance, ami 
mi-'i'Ey; aiid that is a dark home «bcrc there is no prayer, 
no knowledge of God, no love to His Sabbaths, and no 
rejoicing in His couimaudnicnts. It may be a home bright 
and gay as il regards comforts and Inzurics, but if it h>ti 
never bi>en said, “SnlTalioii has come to this Jioiim*,” it 
remains, in the sight of God, n dark spot, ilis smilo 
fiever glmblfUB il, and no ministering spirits of love and 
mercy are bidden to doscoud and enrich it w ilh choicest 
gifts and treasures. The picture is a dork oue, but not 
more d.irk than the reality. Gh! that our Iiuiiies may 
ho made light and joyful by God's constant presence, 
and that they may he s^ect oamests and pledges of Uie 
liomo concomuigMhich it is said, “Tho Lamb is the light 
thereof.” 

PJiAYEB, THE BBlJHTirAL TELEGRAPH. 

Jn days of yore, the Ireasuns of the mlud and the 
s)uipal]ucs of the heart were lucked up in tlie breast of 
thc'U’ possessor, or confined to a small circle of friends. 
A'ow, llio press of tho printer coiucys the language of 
thi‘ British mind to every comer of the wide world. 

Tlic mail-coach, too, lias boon supplanted by the railway 
tram, wliicli seonis to vio with the huiTicanc as it sweeps 
atiiwart the landscape. But all will consider that the 
wonders steam has wrought ;ire cnuallcd, if not entirely 
eclipsed, by the cxjiloits of (d^ricity. This mysterious 
agent, which has so long roamed at large, has at length 
been tamed, and, as oue of tho many survauts of the 
human race, toils for mau. Who is a stranger to tho 
electric telegraph^ All havo heard tho fame of it. 
Borne have ga^ed on it with admiration. How like a 
thing of life dues it note down intelligence, and with 

r 2 
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whiit amazing celerity does it convey the mcsaagef 
entrusted to it 1 

revr, indeed, ever heard of a message being sb 
quickly as by this means} yet 1 know a more wonderful 
way of comuiunicaiioii. Yon bare not to wait to s^pd 
your nicssnge wliile others are attended to; for it cu^ ;go 
with thousauds of otliers, ttiiUout any intorruptioa/or 
hindrance. 2(op is there any need of any ^blo 
maelunery to aid this mode of cuuunuiiicallou. I^Hdcs 
all this, the plan of communication is su 2 K$rinr M all 
others, from the fact, that yo\i ufH'd not repair auy 
particular place to send your requests. 'In the loucly 
desert—on the waste of waters—in tho crowded riiy. by 
night and by dny, in sioknofs and in health-.the way of 
counmnicatiou is open to all; luid the applie^ts can 
never bo so numerous, that tbo simplest desire of tlio 
little child w ill uot meet with immediatb^tiention. An 
account of tliii wouderful utnuncT of cunimuuieatiuu you 
w in find in the follow lug passages of tho precious Uiblc: 
Isa. Iviii. 1>; Iw. 24; Dan. ix. 20—251. 

Aud what think ye of the spiritiuvi Iclegrqj'h ? Think 
now, if }ou liavo thought litlle before. The eii'ctricity 
is the sincere desires of tbo heart—the meditmi uloug 
which they travel, the atonement of .lesus—and the goiil 
which they reach, tlie car of our heavenly F.vthor. Will 
yon not join me iu rcsoh ing, ** 1 will use moiti Ircqucutly 
the spiritual telegraph r*” 

•• !*i o\i r the ‘liropleJl loiiu of .-ju eeli 
'I IcAl nir.mt U])'. cu U\ , 

J-’rayer the ‘■ubhuicH stidn>» that ri aeji 
The Majostj' ou high. 


*• I*ttycr is tlie coulritc suiuoih voici, 
Jutuniiu^i trom hts wav'*, ^ 
\^iio anjiols in tl»eiv HtingHreloice, 
And ciy, ' Bohold, he pi-ay s.’ ” 


D. "W. 
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No. xm. 


^:;KTir. JonK, tiis happy iovk& riLiAOEa. 

Mm. OpxiiUY Liid down the roannscnpl, ajid looking 
upoHTlie young ones around hor she said, “Mtiyyou, my 
door ^nldrou, follow Ifobu as far as ho followed Christ-^' 
may yfu lovo knowledge—may yon lore holiness—may 
yon 1^ tlio SahbalU'day—above all, may you lovo 
God, and Gommnuionwitlihim. Always remember, that 
if you do'iioVwliilr on earth, ask God to hlcbs you, aud 
to parihu your sins for Jesus’ sake, He will not, when 
yon (ho, to\o you to dwell anioug the glorious company 
of ths||klpe^d'dd'in^ca\on,but will (»bt you iuto liPll,to 
dwell witli for over mid orer. There you may pray 


in vaij^ for .a dr<ip of water to cool your tongue, for 
lu'll I%ne^n place ofmerey hut a placoof punishumot.” 
Jlrs, Oriiuhv rose to leavo the room. “ Wliore are 


you going, iiuunnui?” asked littlo Mary, while hor eyes 
tllU*d Wiili Wars. “1 am now going,” n'plied her 
mother, “iojoin the mournful pi'ocessiou to dear .John’s 
grave. U1 t|c Sabbalh-.^clioiil teachers aud early friends 
of Ihi'i iuU'rtnling youth are anxious to pay 1lii>.la&t 
tribute of to one so deservedly beloved.” Soon 

the knell wn3 Imard agaiu, and John—the gentle, ami.ihle, 
:ind,pgiyorfid John—vasJatd In his peaceful grrve, to 
yaw.nit the ino^iing of the rc^rrection, when Uia glorilicd 
spirit nliali b«4 re-uuitt*d to tht now fading body, no more 
to be parted, but to ilwell for ever with tlio Lord. Oil I 
dear y ouug irieuds, will you joiu tiim ? You cau easily 
answer this question, by asking yourself *t» tohich road 
yo« are now iaaJl->n^ / There are only itoo —the Broad 
road of hlu, wher6 the multitude walk together; and the 
darrow, where here and there a traveller is found. But 
always bear iu mind, the narrow road alone leads to 
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licavcn. If }'Ou aro found in the broad road when you. 
die, you will aurely ataud among tbo wicked, on the .|efib 
band of the Judge, at the last great day, for Godyhas 
said so in the Bible. May you now, in your early days, 
seek the Lord; then you shall share in the glory of the 
redeemed, aud join yoimg Jolm in singing tho new' song 
of Moses and the Lamb for over aud over. 

TIIOCOUTS ON GKN'IJ.E JOHN; OR, mt: IIlSTOiliY 

OF A LIKE. 

" WiY VI J:es ihi' l>af(1 Ijcfort* nio tlio rntmory of Ihw h)io P 

OShliJ?. 

1 buw liint'*—ili'st, a gctitlc hoy, ^vIll) fair 'ami 
law— 

A motliYi'H nuly Qn<l joy—uhojv is Oiut )ov('d f^u^mow ? 

Anotbci* lo<ik—till notice ToaUi. ttinnug dwifc* 

Askini; liw ” Wbat > trufli V*’ biitpaaniaiil^oii bHnio. 

Agaiu j 1nok(^—l)io bU'<)]> asoent ol uisdoin ho wou^d — 
Biitslo^i]iod to c^a/c ti^KM] II oi’U( I htixuU slam. 

Aud tlicu I lofAi'd v.jH»n n funii, w) Uiir, m» ii.til, so l»riglil, 

«ruK( like a siiimuor''* tuiTi]** fluwor Imwiiig bouoatli a Mudit 
Oijce uiovt' I looked— h\h\ tide >\»i> (luwiug, but.all >\as jdai id 

still, 

Ainl bndy Hs un nugi'Ps fonu Jio iiict Ids Fatlic^r’s uill; 

Aiul still I gn/,cd—JUS inotli'Vb fomi dvew forth utlc'clum*'** 
tear; 

Bnt still liw lued wUh baulrr words that uinthiTs \inirt to 
(•Ikw. 

Aud nb i h>*»Ia'd I a -juilc winch told of %isions hrighl— 
Of th(* Kinless dime— of tho spiril-laml—where faith tuiTiecl 

to bight ; 

And then J saw Uio hhade of death cast o’er tlial lovely binw, 
j^vjjy_avvay—tlu> spiiit jiaissed. Whei*c is (hat spirit now ? 
Once iiioro 1 looked—luuuoNOd ho lay—tlealbb liver ho had 
[jasbod— 

No more wo buw that Uauuing ojt, though U'ai*a woi*c flowing 
fast. * 

Aiiothov look—it was the last upon that fading clay— • 
But uU wo loTcd had joined tho blest iu hoaroJi s oti'niol day. 
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To rstiraato tlie value of a book is about ns easy as to 
cstiuiati* tlio value of a huiiiaa character. As we know 
not Inm vast flic iuiluenco uuc man may exort for good 
nr evil, k> t\ o cannot calculate the amouut of thought, 
feeling and action ono book may originate. One 
eAobling, apiril-btiiTing sentence may give energy and 
bCabilily to a wavering character- Ono picture of human 
oxeollenco; its struggles, its triumphs, its boaiitics, its 
nehievemoatH,«may lead to an admiring aud successful 
imitation. Tliiuk of the amouut of good one person may 
do, dircellj and indirectly; the jilcasure inseparably eou- 
nceiud with good ft'uliiig and right doing; tho bias nhicli 
that person’s intlueneo may give to future gener-ationg— 
periiups i<3 tho end of time; the never-failing bliss of 
Heaven; and then c.\lculatc the value of a l>ook~-perl\apa 
a little tract -whoso ijcru&ai may lead to those rebults. 

Cultivate in your ehiidrou atuHtc for reading. It will 
bo to tlioui HU innocent source of ])leasnrc, excluding 
desires for amiisemeuta le*8 pure. Good books will 
purify their tastes, eiiltuato right feelings, uouribh good 
desires, encourage in the path of duty, andrcjirovo with 
le&s danger oi'wouudmg tho feelings tlian a parent can. 

Rtiim* people, full of worldly bustle, seem to regard 
r.'iuliug as a mere wiibLo of time. Such persons have 
wrong ideas of th*‘ purpose of life, aud the relative value 
of ils Y.inou8 engagements. The end of these engage¬ 
ments is human hajipiness; therefore, if they are so 
attended to as needlessly to deteat that end, tbero must 
be something wrong. Of course, it is admitted that read¬ 
ing is one of the many things tliat bccomo ovils by being 
carried to excess. , This evil should bo guarded agaiust. 
Children should have employment—duties to which a 
diligent and punctual attention is required; and if cure be 
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taken to Bcoure n profitable course of readiuj?, there will 
be littlo danger of ovil. 

Beading must be regarded uot merely as n source of 
pleaaoie—though wo act unniselyto frown cm nnymno- 
oent enjoyment—but as a means of qualifying for iiselul- 
noss. Becoming familiar with iho tltoughla of the great, 
seeing a matter in the various shades of colour wlilch 
differently eoiistituted minds throw over it, following tjic* 
flights of powerful imaginations, gnsing at pjeture8'*''f 
mo^ beauty, the miud bwomes onnoblod, expanded, Juatl 
Btrengthen('(l, and its capability of doing good is vastly 
inorcm.ed. • Elli:k. 


EXTBACT EBOM •OB. PEXTIGBEW’H LECirilJl 

Ifo. II. 

Jy tbo earliest hfages, udue.ition, moral and physical, 
begin.'«; and bore children r«bould bo taoglit order ami 
regularity—qualities, more tbnn any ot}>ei>, i-ondueuc to 
suceesa ill life. Care should be taken as to what mu-seji 
teach the very young. The little U>d<lliug child of its 
own accord knocks its bend against the table; nurse 
kisses tJio placni to luulve it well, and ‘-nys, “ Oh ! niiugiity 
table, beat the table.” A siniplo iiicideut. but objection¬ 
able, becTiuBO it warps Iho cliild’s ideim o'" seb-fespoiiai- 
bility—it alono being iu ]iiult“-and ineulcotoH the Ci-st 
Icrtson of reveugo. ^Text day, tlio Uttlo sister inadver¬ 
tently runs against the child—“ Oh! naughty sister, beat 
sister,” says the child, aud knocks Iter down. 

"We begiu too early to educate mentally at the expense 
of ihe physical powers. Crowding children together iu 
infant schools for sovcrol hours is bad; the rooms are 
often ill-vcntilated, and thus the seeds of disease are 
sown; and if not, the taxing of the brain is bad. For 
the fint sfeen years, the mother is a suifioieut teacher 
for !i child, and she should take care that it loams, uot as a 
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task, but as a reward for good conditct. The lecturer did 
not say anything againet teaching boys the dead lan¬ 
guage^ but he balleTod they were begun too soon. 
Those who did not commenco the study until ten or twelve 
years old, would know os mui^ at lifteen as those vrho 
were bored wdtU it very early. Tho boys should not ho 
rxiiected to loom equally, but according to their physical 
powers; a rapidly-growing boy shoots up toll, and then 
not tho moutad power of a “ clover littlo fellow.’'' 

College education is too mudi for i:ho brains of most 
men. A boy sliould be educated according to tho pro- 
forsiun for -whicli ho Is desigued, or rather, which ho 
chooses—lor if ho is to succeed in Ufo his businoBS iiiust 
bo his pleasure. Tho slate of health should also bo a 
CQnBideratJt)u in choosing a mode of life. To each of the 
periods of life certain diseases belong. To infancy, those 
councctcd with dentition. To childhood and youtl), 
epidemics; and, in connexion with those,‘hiMVould ob- 
seiwc, Hint ii K a popular error to suppose that mensica, 
.^arlet fo^cr, and :>o on. List only while the cruptioji is 
out oil Die shill. It is just alter this }>onod tliut putients 
require the greatest can‘. A number of parsons die of 
diM-'a^es confcmcted by too early exposure at tlieso tiiues. 
A ehild slimild not go out for at least three weeks ai'lor 
ihe B])ot& have di^iappenred. The lecturer liero remarked 
that iiuthiiig in nntur© is wasted. Kreii our breath— 
W'hicli is so impure that if w'c were shut up in on iiii> 
tight box ii alone would poison us—is the seurce of our 
voices; animals like fish, that do not breathe by lungs, 
Lavo no voices. 


KIKDltESS TO PAKEJSTS. 

“ MoTflin, how is the flour barrel ? Getting low ? ’* 
said a finely-built man, as he paused fur a moment bcfo];o 
leaving the house where his grey-haired parents lived. 
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“ T most send joa acme, just for you to try. It makes 
the uiocst and sweetest biscuits I ever tasted; and you'll 
ssy BO, I think.” And the next day came the barrel of 
flomr, but not alone. There was a good supply of coll'eo 
and tea, and a dozen little niceties, and all for tho old 


folks to try. That man knew the value of kind pareuta. 


He was a son to be proud of. 


Wore any repairs to be 


done, lie found it out almost intuiliroly ; and he never 
called upon them with his handsempty. Sumothiiig 


“mother loved,” Or “would make father think of olil 


times,” invariably found its way into their pantry. And 
ho actually seemed to like nothing so well ^ to leave, ju 
their absonoo, some token of lus fondness and respect for 
those who had worn out their liies in sening him. 
Sweeter praise can never bo, than tlmt of u d} mg parent 
as he blesses tho hand that led him fi'om sorrow to 


sorrow, and n> oven now buioothing the cold brow, dump 
with the spray of flordon. 

How dear the thought, os your tears fail upon the sod 
thal covers the grey-headed father, that you were very 
kind and lonog to him; that )on gave chccrfuUy of your 
abundance, and never caused him to *£001 that you were 
doing a cliarity. Hevor can we ixipay those mmistermg 
angels wro cull tathcr and mother. Augcls, though earthly, 
have they ever been, from the time that Adam and £]vo 
gazed upon their lirat-born, os he slept amid roses, 
while the tiny iingers, the w aien lids, and tho chcruh 
form w'ere all mysterious to them. 


TEEASUHES THAT ARE YRAIL AND FADINGi, 

TET NE^’ER DIH—No. T. 

“ 1 n*w gone to almost eveiy man in the regiment, in¬ 
quiring for a Bible, but no Bible could be found. A 
perbon holding oiEce in tho town, hearing 1 wae bearchiug 
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for a Biblo, Beni; me word if I would oaU on Lim be would 
give me one. Without delay, X called on him: he handed 
me a small package, carefully wrapped up and sealed, 
with the inflcriptiou “Holy Bible” written upon it. X 
thanked him for it, and haatoned back to the barrack- 
room. To my utter dieappouitmoixt and mortification, on 
opening the wrapper, 1 found a dirty pack of cords I The 
room rang with shouts of ‘ Well done ! ’ ‘It serves 
hi^ right! ’ * .lust as it should be I ’ 

“ .As. a reln*at from my persecutors, I now spent most 
of my time iii tbo woods, and under the bush whore J 
first heard thev missionary preach. In my prayers to 
Heaven, 1 asked to he directed whore I mi^ht find a 
Biblo. To my astonishment, ono day, on coming to the 
bush, I found under it a new Biblo ! Overcomo with 
joy, 1 fell on mv knees and thanked and praised God for 
the gift. When J had finished ray dovotions, I heard s 
rustling amoug the bushes as if some one approached me. 
It was the missionary. - Ho informed mo that on a pre¬ 
vious occasion, while waiting for his congregation, he 
heard iny prayer for a Bible—ho had brought mo one, 
aud liad listened to the thanksgiving I had rondurod to 
(?od for it. 1 then received from him such instructions 
aud advice as cmeoiAraged and comforted my spirit—X 
attended his ministry—1 found taith cometh by hearing. 
After a short lime, X could adopt the language of tho 
Apostle and say, ‘ we have peace with Ood, through our 
Lord Jesus Christ.’ The great question now w'as, 

‘ liord, what wilt thou have mo to do 
“ I commenced roaduig my Biblo in the borrackb in the 
evening. This was met by great opposition. To ilrown 
my voice, my comrades mocked, swore, laughed, and 
some commenood singing songs; a few, however, gathered 
around me, night a^er night, and listened witli attention 
to tho word of God, and I hope not in vain. By stead¬ 
fast, unflmcliing, and upright Christian eonduct, with 
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help from Hcavra, X pitt penecolaon to bhame; they at 
lai$t me aloae, apparently more afraid of my tall^mg 
to them, thaa sWtnsg any diapontiem to attiu*k me. So 
complctoly did pereecation ecaao, that nbile some 
appeared to fuor me, I fbund almost all ready to do me a 
kindnebs. Soon after tiiia state of thinga, the regiment 
tras ordered home; 1 then uhtmned leave of absence to 
▼imt my father, that I might confess my sina against him 
and obtain liis blessing. ^ 

"At lengtkmy native village ^speared in vimr, bringi^ 
with it many n guilty and painful recoUectiou. Jify 
latlier's house appeared in the distancc-^I Lufttened to 
&1} at bis foct. 1 had uot proceeded far up tho street, 
when I mot a funeral, and rcco^ieed a near relative 
walking as cbiof mourner; I inquired of a lookepK)n 
whose fonorai it was. He told me. Alga! it was my 
beloved father’s! I followed it as well as I could, and at 
the grave throw myself on the coffin, scorrely eonscious 
of what I did. When 1 waa recognised, it was murmured 
around, *He has hrought down their grey Lain with 
sorrow to the grave!* Oh, that this arcusotion had 
been false; but it was too true! When I look back on 
the many dangers I have psned, and reflect on tho varied 
and great temptations to which I have been exposed, with 
the snares also that have beeo laid for my feet, 1 must 
exchum, ‘ Kejtf iy the jpotoer <if G'oJ.’ ” 

How great the enconTagemeut this soldiec^s couversion 
holds out to pious parents to continue in prayer lor the 
salvation of the most prodigal of their children; and how 
it manifests tho great importance of eady religious in- 
atruction I It was liia «iriy iaipresHions revived, which 
awakencMl, awed, and liumbledtlie daring soldier. It was 
the sound of tire s^red dinging, which he had heard in 
tite home of his childliood, that arrosied his attention, and 
called up thq remembrances of his past privileges and his 
past sum. Mothers! are your children so accustomed to 
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the frouitcla of piayer &zui praiee, itboald tbe^ in. tho 
providenco of God be fiw remored ftofiri you, tlio voice of 
devotion will be suIBcieat to tec^ to their minda n 
mother’s voice, und a father’s prayer P 

What a hud of woudew will Heaven bo.?’ d^hero tlio 
fond iUoibcr and affectionate father in rapturous astonish¬ 
ment shnil meet and embrace their Boa'*--their oriy child, 
whom on earth they had given ap for lost; will not the 
tKusporting event tuoo their liorpa anew, and swoU their 
notes of praise F Let ns sow the good seed with care 
and watclifiihiohs in the spring-tune of liic, that wo may 
rejoioe when tho harvest is ripe, and tho angels ore com¬ 
manded to put in the ncklo and gather tho wheat into 
tho heavenly gamer. 

DEATH OF THE FIRBT^BOEN. 

** And tiifru viw a aj bi ; for tbero ww not a hon»o 
nharc there wa^ iu)t (mu ^ii* 30» 

Tni: avrngiT of Jaoob casiio imix from on high» 

And hi^ cawnieiiiuice bliued un the ftU’-Uistaat 
And t]ir boltlon luiil bravest btood pale and aghast, 
ho drondfully rode on tlie peetilont bliuU 

And wide nvoh the stroke to each un^prinkled doofi 
HU deatb-glnuning motoor the liorce ohomh bore; , 

Not n house wuuld osca^K) tbc fell swoop of his Kword, 

Ktoin the eat ol' tlie nJaue to the dome of the lord. 

Thou bm-st tho wild death-cry and shriek of nfliighti 
Ail ilood-liko »nd dire on tlic sUenee of night; 

And tlie loud luingUng clangour of curses and oiies, 

On tho wings of tlie teinpebt rolled up to the sldog. 

Tlxen arose tlio deep aoh of liaarts bursting with grief, 

And tlio wild laugh of njadnesa that iDfmkb at reliei^ 

And tho tnoau that prorlaltaw the f\iU cscniqucbt of euro, 

O’or tho Jioort'bUickcu victim of by despair. 

Tlu>u o'er lier young babe did tlie motbor'a tears run, 
she preaaed to fior bosom her first-born son~ 

For its smiloK they were tied, and, hereft of its breath. 

All gluistly it wrlUred in tho tortures of death. 
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!rben sprang il:c proiicl joatli ftom his couch of ix^posC; 
And grasping his aimour ho asked for hia foes: 

Half'Way from its'seabbard hia I>r[ght fiiloliion flios, 

'When unsvouuded hostoggors, foils prostrate, aod dica. 

Tlien d^pcd tho lone mdow, and giejr was bor biH(d-*< 

By tho of bor yontli she was sheltered and led; 

Hor pride and bsrc<iinfod, slie lived hy bis c^nt*— 

She flow to lus oouol)—but tier soti was not tborc. 

Bho sought him and fonnd him, ho lay as bu fell, 

And black os the Nulpbtn'^aeorcltcd domon> of bell; 
iiis obcek it wa$ cold, and Ills eyes nbot no ray, 

For bis spirit had lied from bis dwelling of clay.^ 

She laid her bosido him/her tears ceased to flow— 

Not a Kol) or a git>aii giivo a sign of >ifr woe: 

Hor comso itxsas ended, )ier.f<inmoy was done. 

And she pillowed bin* bead uu the bi^oast of her ^ojt. 

Hark! hark! how Egjptia tho mm bewails, 

Her bcau^ is witbeivd. her pnibsanee foils; 

Hor sons they arc foUen, not in fields tlint arc gory. 

They were struck aitlioiil WAi7Uti{,—and djedwilhont glory. 

But lo! on the wind rollb tho voice of a song: 

Now louder and louder it echoes along— 

Still bigliei' and higher the swellmg notes rise— 

Tis the p^ans of jimltitndc' picning the skies. 

But wbonce ia Uiat host that wivb Imimos uuIuvUhI 
Hollb on bko tlie fioud that o*ormasteii‘d the world 
And what Biv those wild nicies that tluough the Hir '•weep, 
tike the voices of winds when they burst fioia tbciv sle(»p 

I'be men of that ln>st are Uio cbiJdrra of Shorn— 

The fall of Fgvjdia is frueiUm lo tbeiu ; 

No moro shall tlie task-master torture his sieve, 

Nortlio Hebrew l»e laid in a bondman's vile grave. 

For the sword of hovali bntl) blo/cd o'er tlio laud, 

And [sraol is saved by the alrength of His blind; 

And now tbeir hosannas they raise to that might 
Which bath voa^ttered o'er Kg}pt dcbtniotion and night. 
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Tc th€ EtUtor of ** The Ilotfrere Frteiuh** 

I)t:au bad twenty y^nts* expericmoe of tba 

jujh Mid 'OTTo^s, mpon6ibiUlio*> and rewni'dR, in di^barging 
tiu* duties of stepmother to tlirco cbdilreu^ haTtog roared five* aud 
followed four of my own bclored ehildren to the gra^e,—many 
ohpuustouces of vital Importauco in the traiuing of dear young 
rAmoitalb have been constantly developing tliejneolvcs in iny 
beloved circle. Ono very proiiunciit duty i% early to inoiil' 
cate u Ivuowledgo of the blessed OiblOf^-'not as tasks only, 
but in our diul] and familiar intoreourso with our children, 
onmbuiod with uu mteiligpnt explanation of the passages l>c$t 
suihd to thiur ;\outhhil euparitJ^. 

A btriking ]>iour of the acuteness of adapting Scripture to 
the overy-dsy occuimjocb of oven oliUdreiCs experience, and 
of the r< U'litivc natiu'c of tlioir nioiuorics with rogard to what 
thej cillv'r read «v htuyr rend, as well as the great neee'.^ty for 
1 be molhcr to be mi tlic alert aud uhle to dins«t their knowledge 
luto the right cliiuuieh <iro8e iii luy family lobt week. The 
l\s > ,>outigDHt, u buy of bovea and a gul of fivo, were playing, 
when they Hcndcutally knoek(*d owr each oUierV brick buUd« 
'file boy, who as a very hasty lomi)ei*, told bin Mister she 
\i\\> A wicked gul, midlu* Jiai*rl her. Behig in tbo aevbroom, 
to«kuown to tlicui, J w.ntcd u little to lienr how ahe would take 
It, Ik*hii? i»f a v‘jjsUno uimd, J cxpfctcd to hear her ory, but 
t' lUy * Ui*]uis(* bbe i > ( (lom tbo doui and said in a firm voice, 
—“ AVt'll, uu'^ }<tn /'r* d niurdcjcr.” J stepped in to check 
thiun, hilt bhc appended to me,—I am right, the 
Hihle Md/s, ho Uiiit liatcth Ins hrothor is a murderer;’* but 
hofon» r could s^t her light, the hoy xoid,—'* Ah I butitdocM 
not say only h other J* 

I now rcijuoslcd them to leave tiieir play and attend to me 
while 1 cxplitiuod to thorn tho nieaning of the guotoil pubbago, 
in retbi'eneo to tl^e awful ndtui-e and couseqnonce of bin. G'hcy 
lutcred into my Uiort a 2 >peal t^itlicm with much oumestuoss, 
aud rotiumed to tbeh* play togoUicrMiUi greater unity than 
bcionu 

HA\uig taken yom tJ liable **2fother9 F/iCrttF fiom its 
commencement, and distributed by subscription aud gratui* 
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'toasfy twctity<finir oopias mcmtBjr, and Ua^'ng fov w»i.e ye.at^ 
a 4 tRl)lii>hed and oonduetod 8 f>\’er«i Mattinisl Mcoting^, f t^iink 
the above UtUe ineideut will tend to ]Di|n^ (he iiaim tr.iici> 
of lUo fisregolng eentioirut? on Die uiilils of soni<‘ of ,\u>u 
fea^leMi. As n hint to coudactorb of ilatoRfolXoetin^r- ahow 
Ate to eey T have froqneiifiy foond Hiat I'amilnu und 
iUustratiuas, eviierially (uuoug^ iho ^>0011 are nidb (u lit' iTi 
ttruotions givan at tiioaa nieotings, as wo ull well k]iov\ ‘'tat 
awHungs.'’ llnio 19110 i^nebtiou liul .hey 
will'fMiy looire w(]gbi, whou imparling infom tii<n oi 
kmd«asi,)eGialtyorab]niitnUteD.d<iioy,t 1 iciiiAU(lioiuo ig 
and aloquent ileLions Hioi cnnWbmuglu UijfoK' Lh‘ l< .tt >.i 
jniatL 

■Piayhig that the God of the lomihes of the 5.hoh' earth nuy 
Aootitine abtmdantty to hloa^ year snlent IhIioui < t.ii tlin }t{o- 
itnotion of II 19 cause amongst Umtmost unpou.iiii ilu^ '1 t n 
conuninuQr, the M^Utors ot lh( Nstious," 

% 

1 bfg to subsenbe uiyvlf youTb most Mur( uh 


1 

vl t 


.FBAGUEKTS FOB SFABE HOKBlfTS. 

^ifcSAnisi:. 

'pAnASTaz was lost in 4^(lain, but found on the l.i/ss 

zatisfctb. 

Man’spatieiKje maybogrtat; bixl to Go(l’» 
it is as a (iznip in the 0(X‘an. 

rxi’vpu:. 

Bad examples are like 0 flood, which hurries rl.mg with 
it everything tliot luw no r»oi, or that is not too I'w.ivy. 


KOnCES'OF BOOKS. 

The JergAite Cofl(p(Mfon. Loodon: Baxter. • 

Iwlftiag ftoan m two nombcie sent to Ub, wo say tius h a v^r^ 
nibe UtOo ptsiodicd Ae (dulclmt 
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THE BEG-INNING AND THE END. 

“ A t1iiU7 (tun? li V rillcti in tbo >ovV>} ea, idth a pen of injn.” 

And I k<>t? tlio dealt, feiiuU vidgn <it, btandlicfore (tod.*’—Rev. xx. 

lIoTJi£iis wlio oUow their children to grow up without 
culloro or iratmug, often tell us tUeT* intend to alter, and 
'Hum oror n new leaf;” but, alas! how little have those 
paronis biudted human uaturo, who imagine that the 
p6xt page will bo less free from blots and blanks than the 
last! The little self'willed creature of iwosuinraen'will 
bo a tyraniilail young gcnilcmau at five; and at ten or 
twelve he will dctorinino to rule, not only bis 
but the whole houBe>-aud when he goes forth into tlit 
world lie w ill nurvul that it bends not to his lordly sw’ay. 
Do uot tru<(t imresirainod, unetdtivuted human nature-^- 
il will burcly dhappoint all your hopes, and leave you, it 
may be, liopeloss of your children’s salvation on your 
d}mg day Let us look iuio two hoinca where the 
children aio did'creutly situated. 

Mrs. Speedwell was early united to a young man who 
was ]o\iug, industrious, and pious. Mary, havingboeB 
framed aright in tlie good«diseiplini*d home of pious 
])areiits, “ w.d'vcd iu the way of her xaotfatt’,” and acoa»> 
lomed her nifimtb, at ten montfaa, to understand what 
really luoant. Pi&m9ibs sad XZWVTss kept 
all tlio little household group in happiness and order. 
As they grew up, all her children (save one) rfeirer d ed hat 
for Die pious caiv sho had manifested, and beoAme com^ 
forts to her. Young Harry, alas 1 was a self-willed lad, 
tUiuViug of telf more than oi^ other haoiitn being. He 
“ would be a sailor,” and a sailor ho stas; and when his 
mother died bho left him a wanderer on the shores a£ 
India; bnt she died in peace and faith, b^viug all bar 
heavenly Eathcr bad said. Let us turn tho picture. 

Mrs. Eiou was the mother of a lovely &iiuly<-dior 
charming countcuancc, her yottthful and dlegaot figure^ 

TOL. X. o 
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and her polished manncra, caused her to become Die 
attrsciion of the gay and thoughtless—every day found 
her vandoring from her homo and its many duties; aud 
svheu the illness or misconduct of her children colled her 
attention to them, sho pettishly exclaimed, that they 
"hindered her from enjoying life!” At length, fatal 
disease laid the admired and slill beautiful mother on abed 
of languishing—but, ahw! oven boro she was obliged to 
reap as she bed sown—her home was one of confusion, ri^ 
Quarrelling, and discomfort; the elder boys persecuting 
the younger, and they ngniu revenging the cruelty of tho 
dder. Thus she left tlu'm—thus they livdd on, unloving 
and unloved, not having been trained ii\ the right path 
by tho mother v^ho had gone to render her account—they 
were cast upon the world as n blight aud a curse to 
society. Tho mothers die, hut their influcucos live tilt 
the angel declares " timo shall be uo longer.” Tlie dread 
day of account has ronie, and the dead, small and great, 
are pathering before tbc great white throne of tho 
Eternal. Tho pious dead awake,— 

“ They see— they feel themselves enshrined 
In a new fm-m, bright. mdesUnotihlp, 

And withintenscr hlesseduess adme 
IIiiu who hath sammoned vljis aeeess of joj 
From tlie 80 i)ulel)i'aJ slnnie.” 

Liston to the songs of triumph, " This is our God, wo 
have waited for him, who has heaven and (‘urth at his 
command.” The sound of the archangel’s trumpet is 
joy to Mary, who stands among the blessed company, 
robed in tho habfliincuts of immortalily. Behold! from 
the far-off East and the dust of India’s sultry plain, a 
band of disciples are approaching, aud they, too, sing the 
song of victory through tho Lamb. In the midst of the 
joyous multitude appears one who, while among the sons 
of earth, wasm prodigal boy. " How camo ho there ? ” wo 
ask, among the sun-colourcd heathen redeemed from tlie 



103 


THE BiaxKimro ASp she estd. 

land of idolatry. Ab, we can tell tbe tale. Tie was 
trainod by a pioos mother in his early days, but iled 
&om the resLraints of his father’s house to foreign 
climesbut, though for £»>m liume and early friends, he 
was not beyond the leacli of a oiothor’s prayers—a 
mother's Qod. An ambassador from the King of Hearen 
met him there, and led him to the cross of Jesus—and 
now, 0 joy miapcakablc, bo rejoins his sainted mother, 
pass with her through the gates of pearl into the* city 
prepared for the redeemed—no more doubts and fears 
and iri'inbliug faith now about Ids eternal uolration; the 
Saviour has pronounopd the parents and children all 
blessed—and blciised they shall be for over and for ever, 
Js’ow turn we to the ungodly mothor. “All that are 
in the graves shall hear his voice and shall come forth— 
they that have done good unto the resurrcelion of life, 
and they that have done evil unto the resurrection of 
damualiou.” .Fearful words—but spoken by one who 
cannot lie. (Jladly would tlUs poor wretched mother 
hide in the grave for over, but this may not b(‘. hlcthinkB 
tho thought of mectiug her ruined childrcu and hearing 
thoir eternal reproaches, vrill ercato for her the w orm 
that never dies. There they stand, a guilty, imwashed 
family, with tho sin of their destruction on their own 
and thoir mother’s head—they all liate hot now, and 
consent to her being ciui into tbe most direful placo in 
Sahm’s daik and iicry eaves. Listen!—“ ijothor! ” 
one erics, “mother! oli, cruel woman, I might have 
been one among that 
You never told mo of Jesus—^you never led my ynung 
foot to tread Zion’s courts—you never told me of my 
never-dying soul—now ail is lost, for ever and for ever 
lost.” The booKs arc closed. “ Ho that is tilthy, let 
him be filthy stilly and be that is righteous, let him be 
righteous still; and bo that is holy, let him be holy still; 
and behold, 1 como quickly, and my reward is with me, 


shuting midiitudc but for you. 
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to give to evcr 3 r one according aa his work shall bo. 
JLud these shall go awajr into eTMdostingpuuishnieiit, and 
the righteous into liib etemak'* 


SOWING AND BUMPING .—No. HI. 

^VsEKS andmonths passed ou, and John and Hannah 
Cotton seemed another couple. A few sovc'reigus wex'n 
laid away in a Jug in the cupboard, with tho intention of 
rq>airiug the cottago, and adding to its comforts when 
spring came. One day, however, John rcturnod at mid¬ 
day from his work, very lame. A hea\y j)Icco of iron 
had fallen on Ids foot, and rrushod it sevoruly, and he Lad 
limpod home with difficulty. There >(asuow adcai], tidy 
bed ready for him, and hie wife laid aside her baby, and 
applied poultices, os prescribed. The confluememt of a 
fortnight to the house brought on a distressing ailment, 
to which John was snl^ect, and 'shich produced great 
weaknoHS of body. In rain, however, did hjs noiglibours, 
and even his nife, try U> induce him to drink beer or 
wine. No; ho was Arm to his resolution. Their watch* 
iUl neighbour suggested isinglass and co«*hcel jelly, >%ith 
milk, os a substitute, and they aus’^ered well. 

To Tvin him to an interest in his children, a set of 
Scripture prints were given, and tliese, pasted on blown 
paper, afibrded employment on a Suuday to bi'4 active 
mind, mid instruction to his littlo ones; whilst the 
mother, with tears in her eyes, watched gratc'fully this 
new wayuf '■pending the Sabbath in their cottage. A 
tbw conimou engravings of natural objects and animals 
were cut out uf magaziues and added, for week-day 
amusemonts; and, Anall}', a map of Euglaud, taken from 
Bradshaw’s Sktiluntif Guide, and put en card, was voted 
by the delighted family too good for tho children, and 
Adorned the house-walk But all tl^ time the sovereigns 
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kept lesseniug in number, and, at last, wi're all gone, to 
prevent get! mg into debt. Haminb’ebeart failed,and John 
grew impatient to go to work. Her old misircsB, bear¬ 
ing of tlieir distress, sent relief; and washing come in 
from other bources; so they pnllod through the dark day, 


and little Juhmiic was sent to school, Mjth bib tiny sUter 
in bis care. 


A lovely pictorowerc those two cliildreu, and many 
Btraugors stopped to ask nho they weru, as haud-iii-rumd 
they Mnlkcd down the lone to Ihu villago. Johnnie very 
promlofhis charge, and btth* with her curly 

hair and bomne face, holding fait by her brother, with 
her hat oitenor oU than on, and her joyous voico ropoat- 
iug her seliooi Icsaous, or remarking on tbo Dowers and 
treea. .k village libroiy was formed, and Johu bc'camo a 
member of it~reading often aloud to Haiiuah, boino- 
times, as she boid, a littio too long at night, but it was 
a great deal better than drinking. How they are going 
on now, llaimah herself shall te^ in an extract from a 


letter writluuto the Iriendwho, tiioagh removed from them, 
still coutmued to send fhe Temperance Setaldf and 
now and then a book for the children. 


“ l)i \n a-it ]W<l(m fortskingllishhrtfyUiwnte 

to ) on, ilidin’li [ ieel it my duty to do so, to nturn you our 
siucfi< tli.mks foi vour kmdiiebHUi sendisg u&the Tetapvrawe 
J/aiiltf J gloat leaMiiu to bless God, thatevaryou, 

<hiu in.uljiij, did -tend us tliein. I am uiMt happy to mioim 
} 0 u, uioduii that my husband lias taken the pkdge, ondlhopo 
and lie univ keep it He has hoen very steady for Ihc&o 
late yi aiH, but it is entuelv tlm>UKb reading the T<mpr//iH{'e 
litrnij UiAi husilinngcd him to wbat he is IshaU<iJwAys 
feel indebted to you, dear mniliuii, for yoiu kuidut*v,. J know 
^ou wiU bo glud to Iteai this. John and Uorgan-l wen vc ry 
muob idoasrd with the littlo Itoolcs you bont 1 liave iour rliil- 
du'ii, the youngest one year dd "WV are soton in family 
now, nitd with tilings honig bo seiy doer, we are very 
poor ate nil m a tolerabtr '■tats of health, exeoptiug 

iiiothci aud my husband, aud he is never to ho ualled well, and 
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mother goh a i>oor old woimm. Dw madain^ I liop yoi3 will 
cxcu'»c niy Uiiiple way in writing to you; bui I coidd liOt libt 
till T hud let }ou know that my Jiubband had signed tecto* 
taller. 

** Your humble and obediont Senrauh 

Hannaif CorioM ” 

We leave Jolm and llanzmb, Tnih anbanieet prayer 
that grace may bo givcu to aorve God faithfully, and 
strength boatowed imder evory trial; and coDimond thorn 
to tUo prayers of tboir labouring brothers and sisters, as 
an example of sowing and reaping in both ways, and as 
exemplifying the motto, Faint yet pursuing/’ 

S. 1\ 

THE CLOUD THE HOUSEHOLD. 

A DO^STIO SCXKX. 

** I know wbotw the bhaden^ comsb o\er ye now, 

'Ve have eobtlhe dust on ibu bumiy bzon.'* 

Tul spoiler camo, with a withering haneb 
And iwsted amid a lood bouselioldhand; 

He brcdUu’d ou iau lorm^ of bgbt and joy» 

Bogiiming at one bttle frsgilo boy 

Young heads were soon bent Uicrc in silent woo, 

But relentless worked on tlic cold, direful foe 
Tbcn he gassed intensely on one soiaiT; 

With liar sunny brow and bor wavii^ lian — 

Looking BO hApp)«--*8o lormg—so bngl.t, 

That bor dancing glance made the cloud luoro light > 

But ho heeded not. ” [ come/' he cricd» 

At iho dread behest of Hun who died, 

The bngUlest of all die household hand 
I deli gilt to take to the sjiint*lau(i. 

Come< f<ur young Ms^aret, away, away, 

You pass with me through doatli s vale to^duy.” 

The Ifligbi and the beautiful 
Bowed her young head, ' 

And tboy laid lier down 
In bib icy bed. 
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But &t]ll he rebted hi»darlc wm^; there, 

Mid the nioUier'ti tettrs and tlu: Xalhei-’R prayer; 

He touched the buy ou his tnoUier's breast, 

And Bcatterod a blighto'er nil tlie roet. 

1 Iv InisUod all buiinds of household joy, 

I'rum the eldoi' maidcu to the iufant boy ; 

Then be laid the fnther heueath his gloom, 

Wliile the stricken mother, from room to room, 
Amid her dying and her precious dead, 

Walked with biukening heart and silent trend; 
^’inding rest in Him who lives to save, 

And sheds a bright light o’er the gloom of the grave- 


MOTHEK! TEACH TOUll LITTLE CHILDREN 

TO LOVE ONE ANOTHEIl. 

Ir V as nearly two years after our dear mother’s death. 
1 was but three yojuw old when sho died, hut Lizzie, 
though she was so much smaller and weAcr than 1, was 
two years nij senior, and could remomber many things 
about her. So, while we waited at the breakfast-tablc 
till our father came, (we had finished our own nice meal 
of bread and milk, but wmted, as we always did, for his 
kind good-moming'kisa before we went back to tho 
nursery,) wo began to talk together of her. There was 
one portrait of her in iho parlour, another hung in tho 
littlu siltuig-rooni beyond us, and 1 could just see it 
through tho half-open door. “ I really believe I look h'ke 
her, Lizzie,” said 1, eagerly. My sister looked first at 
mo and then at the portrait, and said timidly, “ I think— 
yes, 1 am certain you do, -Minnie. You have got just 
such eyes, and such a forehead and month,—yes, you do 
look alike.” “Oh! I am so glad. 1 would rather look 
like her than any ^no else in tho world! 1 wish I could 
be as good as everybody always tolls mo she was!” “That 
is the best wish you could make, my littlo daughter,” said 

o2 


I 



101 TSi.cs «aixd»tunr to sont, XTO. 

af father's serious voice, as he stooped down and kibscd 
first me nod thon laszie. ** Be gentle and kind as she 
was, and evuiyone will lovo you too. And, above all, my 
littlogirls, hokmdaudafiectionatowhcnyou ore togotlicr. 
* Little children, love one anotlier,' for she loved you 
both.” 

There nas a tone in my fiither’s deep voice and a look 
in his.grave face as he uttered these words that made 
the tears spring quickly to my eyes. We lelt llie breok- 
iftBt*room to go to tho nursery, sud tdl the way up the 
stairs those words raug iu my oars, and I made a seerot 
fSBoluliou that T would be kinder to my dehcito little 
sister than I bod hometiiues been, and nover never get. 
angry with her again whilu 1 lived. I kejit this good 
resolution nearly all the day. A caraiaii passed through 
tho street iu which we liie^andl gave up the bvat place 
iu tho window-beat to Lizslo; 1 let her have iry great 
wax doll to with, and did not spenk cue cross, word 
when she fell shd tore some of tho lace trimming from 
its best silk dress ; 1 shared my toys with hi'r, and the 
cokes and apples wo hod for lumlieon wore cummou pro* 
party,—in short, 1 began to look limck upon the d.iy with 
Bclf-couipiaceney, and think what a good girl I Iiad 
been, when Lizzie, by sumo mistake, stopped on the loot 
'Of iny little kitten, Malta, who was dozing on lurnig 
before the Ore, oud. made her cry out with pain. 31alta 
was my own kitty'-*my darling and my ^let—und an 
injury done to her was quickly reseutt'd by me. I was 
ready to cry with anger and pity when bhe c.\me limpuig 
tovtards tue, mewing pitifully; and when Lizzie came to 
kel^ XD 0 to sooth her, I struck her a blow that luade her 
reel back und almost iall to the ground, blic caught 
herself, und looked at me a muuieut, faint und pule, thOB 
she just said a hsw, week voice, “ little children, lovo 
one another,’( and WHit out of the room. 

That night, when I went to bed, 1 found Lizzie there 
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before me; the tears were on ber cheeks, and she was 
teasing rcstlesslj'. She hod cried herself to sleep. Not 
more than a week after that our father broke up house* 
keeping, and Liraie and I were separated. 3 was sefit 
to hoard with an aunt, and Liz/.io went away with my 
father’s brother to be educated for a teacher. We 
parted with many tears and hopes, but I was too proud 
to oslc her to forgive me that cruel blow. 1 shall see 
her agaiu next year," 1 thought,“and then 1 will tell her 
liow sorry I hare been.” Uut tiie next year came, and 
tlic next, aud many another year after tliat, and wo did 
not meet. ■ 

Lhzio at length was married, aud hod a little daughter 
named after mo, and T bad grown to bo a busy and 
ambitious w'oman. 1 did uot think quite so often of her 
an T liad done, but still that old fault rankled in my 
breast, and I longed to see her and hear her say she had 
forgotten it all. At lost, they sunt for me from her dis* 
taut home. Li/zio, my dear sister, was d^ing, and I w'as 
hurried aw.i), leaving business and friends and ambition 
bohuid Jiiu. 1 was in iimo to hear bor last words,-^to 
catch ouo glimi»e of tho dear face that had grown 
BO thin j'lil ])ale. 1 knelt down beside her; my pride 
wiib all giino; and 1 cried like a little ehild, when 1 told 
licr liuM unhappy that cruel act hud always made ms. 
t^ho laid her tlun white baud on ny head and forgavo mo, 
theu drew her little girl to my mde and said, “ 1 leave her 
with you, iuid 1 can die happy.” And then she closed 
her 0308 , uiid wu two were m the room tt^ther. My 
little uieco—a child like the Luue of other days, with 
the Biuut' blue (‘yes and sunny bair»-now plays around 
me as I unto; and every day with earnest prayera I 
teach Tihnt I wo'ild huu teach all my young readers-* 
“ Little children, ^ove one another.” 
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PAPEfi liiiAD AT A lilATEfiNAL JlEETII^ft, 
Where sal the Childless Mother of Oenlle Join. 

THC UX&EATSl) UOTBXB. 

Perhaps there are few of ua present who have nol 
moistened oar couch with tears as we have rememherud 
those who once walked iho rough path c^lifo hy our side, 
and thought of the words of love 82 )okcu to us by lips 
cold in death. !&lfluy of us havo laid low in tlio dust the 
little one whom wc tenderly loved; and when we havo 
looked at the empty crib and useless toys, amidst our 
anguish we have said, “ Thou const not die agaiu, my 
babe, death has no more power over my immortal child. 
Thou hast not lost Ihy way, my little one, for thy Sav lour 
has passed through the tomb before thee; ” aud then, us 
the sorrows ahd trials of life have pressed upon our 
weary, sickening hearts, wo have almost rejoiced in Iho 
thought that these lambs of the fold were safe from all 
the ills w('fcel in this shadowy land. 

There are Cliristiaii mothers here, who have seen nu 
answer to their prayers, as the child of their hopes hus 
OBCcudcd tu the skies, wliile a realizing faith has taught 
them to raise their eyes tu the homo of the blessed, aud 
has enabled them to say with the Shunoiuile, is well.” 
Wc are at a loss to know what an ungodly mother uiusi 
feel, as deatlx places his icy hand upon a youth, dead in 
trespasBC'S and sins, going to au early grave, without 
giving any scriptural liopo that he is prepared for a glo* 
riouB immortality. Oh, may we be spared this dreadful 
anguish; but never let us furget who has said, “ What ye 
BOW, that shall ye reap.” If wo train our children for 
earth 01 ^ it la not likely that they will ever reach 
heavenQod’s holy w<Hd teaches us, that on earth 
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wc 3iiuBt bo uloctcncd for ilie abode of the i)ure and 
blessed, or wo shall never reach the place. 

Tlio Christian mother finds, from her own rich eipe- 
iiencc, the profitableness of roviewing-x-as on a map the 
>ojnjier his course—all the way her heavenly J'’nther baa 
led her. Tlio still waters and green pastures to which 
sho has been conducted, colt upon her to render thanks 
for the grout benefits she has received, while the darker 
di6pcns.Ltion8 of His hand, if rightly viewed as blessings 
in disguise, will alike call for the tribute of gr.ititudo and 
praisp As aeeountablo beings, every dispensation of 
ProvidLUte ineioas^a our responsibility; and, surely, the 
sovenng ol ono of the dearest of earthly ties must draw 
us nearer lu that Being who in mercy dealt the blow. 
\V(‘ almost entor ourselves within the veil that boparates 
time from eleroity, when atteuding to its utmost verge 
a di'pai ling 6])irit, when realizing that at ono nioincnt It 
was within oiir inorlol vision, tho next disembodied in 
tlio prisi'jice of its .Tiidge; one moment a hulTiTer hero, 
tho uea.t a baint in glory. 

' h.vih files the soul—^ptihaps tisgoui' 

‘J III thousand Icagius l>e}uu<l the sun; 

()i U\u ( ten tbunsaud limes, twice told, 

Ihi Uie ioisakiii clay is cold '* 

One moment we see the dying infant with a capacity so 
slightly unfolded ns to be incapable of comprehending 
thesimphst rotcaied truth; the next, it has received a 
fuller knowledge of the wonders of redeeming love than 
the most oxalfod intellect on earth ever attained. 
Jiut theic aio those among ns who have been permitted 
to wntcb the years of childhood—to guide the steps of 
youth—to n'joicoin opening manhood—and just when the 
fruits of Ohi'jbtiau^eObrt, and tlio answer to humble prayer 
began to appear, tho plant has been removed, to bear n 
richer fruit ui the garden of tho “ belter land.” This was 
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your ca&e, bereaved luoiber. I need not toll you that, 
•when wo look upon you childless, and remember how 
much you ha >0 lost, tluit our lionrts sympathise ^^ithyou, 
aud our tears mingle with yours, fiord, iiidei^d, must bo 
that heart that feels not for you ; it eoiild uot live in a 
mutlior’s bosom. 

But can you not realize, ray friend, that your beloved 
oiM is in a more congeuiol atmosphere ? Tiiut the soul is 
engaged in nobler employments, iii tho service of its 
Bedcumer, in that uppw temple, thou it could h.ivo been 
while fetWrud and constrained by remaiuii)^ corru[)tiou 
bo^• below y Would you rocal tho Jreeikspiiit of your 
cliiJd y Ob, no I Von may mourn, as did the pions 
Biohuioud, who, ptesbing the lilelcss remains o!‘ liis dnr> 
Ung sou to his bosom, bunt Into tours; then, struggling 
with iiatiiro's ang\ush, eichtimed, ** My child artiint iu 
gloTy; praised l)o Cod for Ilia mercy.” Aiul so ub.'Oibcd 
was this holy loau with tlic coutemplaliou of Ins child’s 
entrance vnto heatcu, audits union with the spirits of the 
just mode jK'rlect, as to bo entirely unuoiiscious of tlio 
presence oi liis family around him. 

Wo arc g)a<l to see you here this oveuing. Some might 
have iiIt tint, being a childless mother, woiihlb ‘ urcutou 
wliy you sli )uld be absent from our Mivtenial Mcetiugs; 
■wo are gl.ul you do not think so. Sometiiiu's, wlicu a 
mothes is ber(«\ud of all her children, hbo is ready to 
conclude that she is free from all furfher rt'sjHijisibility iu 
the tmiiiiog and salvation of cliJldrcn ; but J feel sure we 
ahttll see you in yuur plaee, both liero and in the Sabbath 
achool. When I look at you 1 am rcuiuidod of uue who 
asked, ifow she could renuiia u mciubor oi' tho Ma« 
tofoal Absociation, seeing tboLord bad written l)«r child- 
less?” idhfi'replied, £sel that the Lord has signally 
ttiwered luv imyers for my own dearohiltlrcii, though in 
a Tety inyat^^us way. It woa my pnyei' that lie woolii 
D»ke thettr ilia own, and educate them for His kingdom 
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and gbry. I believe that He has done bo, and that they 
are now enjoving tbo supartor advantage's of an angelic 
education. 1 do dtwiro now to be more abundant in 
maternal laboui's than you olL” 
illi! tilt r(‘ ore many little wandering lambs around ue, 
you may be allowed to gatherin. And then, if wercmcm* 
ber, too, the burden of the Cluriatiau mother’s eunsraut 
prayer. Wiiat is it ? Ok I that my child may aolive os to 
gain heaven at last. This has been the great basiness of 
her Ufu, ^0 to train her children as that they nmy bo 
mootuued for gloiy. And when wo soo them depart 
before us, imtUgo up, full of fiuth .and hope, to join the 
blest nsat'iiibl^, we should try to romember, that tiio oud 
oftlulr CMhleimo is gauged; and wbiU wo watch the last 
look, aud listen to the last words of those pruciouc ones, 
the words come back upon our hearts, os if a voiei' from 
the e\c(llout glory prodaimed it to us, Blessed are the 
dead wliu-li die in the Lord.” Our paper is aheudy too 
ioiig, w’o mu^t loa>e tha other imrt until next month. 


AUifT MAET.^Ko. VI. 

“ Ho sliiyetli Hii rough whul in tbo djy of tlio oast wmd.” 

A rnw yi'ora pa^'Sed as wuU as uiighl bo to ll'rs. 
Xeale, w hile thu rcniombrance of the past, as well os Die 
fruits, were ns a donso eloud over her domcbtie hearth. 
One day Ebhy called Auut Mary into a little parlour, 
saying, “ Come bore, do, and shut the door; 1 hmo soiU(«* 
tliiug to tell yni.” The dour wus bhut, and Auut Mary 
a willing IKteuer—'‘Say on, my boy.” “l)b, it it 
nothing agreeable, auutie; but you must bear it to my 
mother. 1 atu (wing to seft~l c&unot tell lioc~-«kA 
always blaiuos EsneJf so much when 1 vox bar.*’ 
doing to sea, Ebby l—surely you will not do cnytkUig 
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BO cruel?” “ Tes, aunt, I will; bo don’t say a word to 
me about it, for you arc the ouly perBon iu tlie world 
who cau turn my will; but in this case I am detormiued 
that you shall not. 1 only ask you to tell my mothor; 
and when [ am gone, pray for me, that is all 1 ask—and 
mind, I am not going to say ‘ good<bye’ to anybody. 1 
expect to sail to-morrow evening for India.” And Bail 
lie did—ovidoutly feeling more regret at seeing Aunt 
Hilary's tears than those of the mother who had blighted 
all his early days by her ruinous indulgence. 

Por four years did Mrs. Kenle mom'ii over her absent 
son, only now and then reoeiring a short lottcr from him; 
while to Aunt Mary ho wrote often, but always binding 
her to allow no other eyo but ber own to look ufiou it. 
Duriug hih absence Mrs. locale’s property had made to 
itbclf wings, and flowu &om her grasp, leaving her to 
struggle with deep poverty wj well os widowhood—but 
sho bad now been taught by the Spirit of God to say 
with tho .apostle, “I have learned to bo content;” 
and althougl) she, as well os Aunt Mory—wboso properly 
had bocu mixed up with hers—had to pray literally for 
” daily bread,” no robcUious murmuring came from tbeir 
lips ; and ofleii Aunt Mary would throw out a hint, that 
she could prove the truth of her favourite text, “Ho 
slaycth His rough wind iu the day of the east wind,” if 
she were allowed to do so. 

Ono day the Indian mail brought a large packet, 
directed to Aunt Mary. She ran oS to her room, as 
usual, to read tho commnnication, but soon returned, 
holding a letter for Airs. Neale in hmrlmnd, and exclaim' 
iiig, “ I may tell at last. Now you will see, ‘ He stayeth 
His rough v?iad in tho day of the east wind;'—our 
heavenly Pother does not often allow both to blow 
together. SH^by has been getting on well for some time, 
dear Hannah; and many of the temporal supplies, over 
> which you have wept tears of gratitude to our heavenly 
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Father^ come through him; and now he has married a 
rich plauicr*a daughter, and hoa a ahare in tho lucratiro 
cytabliahnicnt, and will remit you a nice sum quarterly I 
Oh, is it not true, ‘ He staycth His rough wind in the 
day of tho cant wind P but read your own lellor, dear 
Uaunah, do** 1 cannot, dear Mary-^you must read it 
to me** A\mt Mary opened the letter, and read^ 

Di \u McuniMi,—I have long had it in my heart to 
u into a long letter to you, but the limo never seemed to oonio 
till tlub muntojil 1 am ashamed to think how hard luy Iteail 
ha^ folt towards you for many years, chiefly ariamg, 1 l^lievo, 
from fart, which 1 have often boon made to feel, that your 
nustalsoii luvo spoiled all the dayb of my childhood byrumous 
ludulgouoo—(])ai*don this eonfobaion)—the coobequonceb a ouI<1« 
I anv snvi\ have proved awful, if I had not been laid on a bed 
of afllictiun, uiid, while there, had au augoUc Aunt Haiy to 
attend me. Mio has led me at last to boe folly, and to 
M*ck ior 1u a\enly wibdom. Forgive mo, my mother, the pabt. 
Our doni Aunt Mary will tell you all tho reat^slte liaaxny 
piTOUsbIou now to do bo. Oh, my mother, tliib duar friend hue 
iirvn lo me a giiide tor carUt aud hcaveu—a lielpcr in diili^ 
cultiob—a vomiuvtcr in Boii'ows—my good angel. Jluoli need 
liavc w u all, my moUicr, to thank <Jod for seuding Ub au Aunt 
Mali. 

** lour repenting hut oirc^'tionatc Sou, 

E. Ni vLr.." 

Oh, MaryJ* said Mrs. Neale, as the letter was laid on 
tho table, you have been to my boy what T ought to 
havo been—a good and wise mother; may Heaven reword 
you for all you have done and suffered for me and mine* 
1 kuow% indeed, that in eternity your rew ard Bhall be the 
joy of those wlio shall shine there as the stars for evor, 
for you havo been the means of turning many to 
righteousness.^’ Wdl,’’ said the gentlo Aunt Mary, 
‘^vro will pruiso qur Qod together bero^ and w'ait to 
praise Him more perfectly when tho sorrows of earth 
ore passed away; and I am sure you will say with mCi as 
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you review tlie ])Mt, ‘ ITo ateyetli Hia rough wind in tho 
day of the cast wind.’ Tes—yes—Ihanhb to Xlis mnne, 
Jle has not allowed both to blow together.” 

A -WORD OR TWO MORE TO SERVANTS. 

Jm a loriner paper, 1 wrote about saving odd scraps of 
any kinds of BiAtorial: now I would any a word about 
treasuriug up knowledge. Many of you, 1 am well awoi-c, 
have it in your power to gain more knowledge now, than 
you over had belbreyou unterod servioe, or ever will Lave 
alter leaving It. How many kind mistre&aea buy hooks 
that arc butli uHeful and interesting, and aflor they havo 
read them in the parlour or drawing-room, kiniUy lend 
them to the servatits in tho kitchen. They are welconmd 
by some ae a treasure, and ooutributo both plcmaui aud 
useful recreatiou for odd minuti^s, and arc the means of 
inspiring grateful thoughts aud wishes in the readers to 
do all they can for the thou|^tfiil and benevolent muster 
and mistress who so kiudly remember them. In other 
cases, they are tluwn carelessly aside, with very ungrato" 
ful feelings,saying, “ Doei'nustress think we ha\ e nothing 
else to do hut read ? Shu taj,c8 care enough wo hhull have 
plenty to do, without reading. 1 am sure I don’t have 
iiardly a minute’s time to do a hit of work for in} self.” 
And }et, attho same time, if another servant should 
hapjieu to call, they would stand chatting half an hour, 
without ilunldng about wh(»e time they w^re w’osting, or 
how much better it might be employed in working or 
reading. 

Although 1 would never advise you to sit down, with a 
dirty cap upon your head, to read an interesting book, 
when you have got two or throe clean ones ready to make 
Up, yet X do> say, that if you prise reading as you ought, 
for the sake of tko knowledge to be gained from it, you 
will in‘tho Iwst place never neglect your Bible, aud yet 
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will iiiid tiuie to read oUior good books, and I would 
say, frize them ; you will find, in afti‘r-life, whou there will 
always be houu'thmg for you to do, that tho readuig you 
treasured aiul hod lore for iu former days, now uotnes 
bouk to your miud. rofreshmg it, while you are toiling at 
your daily work, like the geutle rain which gives uew 
vigour to the droopiug flower* How many times will 
tbe.thouglil arise, “ WoU, what must I dn in tiiis case ? how 
must I iwt? Oh! let mo seo. I saw so>iind*so iu a 
book. ] vni) but tiy It/* Uow often is a motlier called 
upou by her dear little ones to amuwo \ Ikw, or take 
them up, when her hands are so full of w ork tiuit i»ho 
does not know which way to go flrst*^then, a tale or 
piece of poetry, picked up long ago, whilst out at scrricc, 
will amuso the biggest, and keep the least quiet fur some 
time, if repeated in a lively manner. 

A LaBOTOIA’S VflYL, 


a'Il£ PBAZLNG MOTHER. 

Mbs. li. was the wife of a sea-captain of French origin, 
0 Catholii- iu his earlier religious oducsti<m, but u decided 
sceptic in his maturor years, tolerating with ad'ability the 
religious opiuions of others, but utterly rocldcbs of ills 
owm. 

Mrs. li. believed, not only in the moral iuflaonce of 
domestic religion, but in the direct answer, fcooiier or 
later, of ber prayers iu behalf of her husband aud chil¬ 
dren. Yoare passed away without tho realization of her 
hopes ; but sho persevered humbly and hopefully at her 
altar, till Uod answered her, though in a way slie could 
nut lia\e anticipated. He blessed ber by mibfortuue. 
She had occasion t9 correct her son one day, by confining, 
him to his ebambep—the boy escaped by a window, and 
could not be found. Days passed aw^ay, weeks and 
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months elapsed, and no intimation of tho missing child 
was heard. The mother, wmng with anguish, still clung 
to the domestic altar. Misgivings, painful misgivings 
mot her there during those anxious months. Jle had 
embarked iu a vessel, and, after a long voyage, arrived at 
Gh.'irIe8to%vn, Soutli Coroh’ua. Here he remained, desti¬ 
tute and dependent, several weeks; but at the moment 
of his cxtreinitv, his father arrived unexpectedly iu tho 
harbour, from Havre. 

The boy, subdued by reflection and sorrow, flow to tho 
arms of his parent, confessing his misconduct nith tears. 
Tho juvenilo romance of adventure had died in his bosom, 
but tlio lender remembrance of his borne still lived, melt¬ 
ing his young heart, and dispusbg him to return to its 
deserted altar, and mingle there his tears with those of a 
mother’s anxiety and love. The vessel sailed for Havana. 
It arrived at a time when the yellow fever raged in that 
dty. In a few days, the poor boy, predisposed, perliaps, 
by his anxieties and griel^ was attacked by the dreadful 
malady. And now revived, in overpowering influemeo, tho 
recollections of his early religious instructions. Thu con¬ 
fused reveries of a fovoied brain could not dispel them. 
Tho atonement, tho duty of repentance and faith, the 
terrors of death, judginout, and heU, wore ever present to 
Lib iiuud. Ah I even in this extremity, the prayers of 
the desolate mother were prevailing in heaven. 


A BON EEMEMBEEING EAELT EATS. 

A xouira man, w’riting to a friend, says;—** TJie dis¬ 
pensations of Providence during tlic past year have been 
severe. 'Whether sufEciently so the future will demon¬ 
strate. Per a long time after 1 left you I was in a con¬ 
tinual state of excitement, though outwardly calm. I 
formed all sorts of schemes for the future, few of which 
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oonst'ionco would allow me to cany out wifclioufc an exer¬ 
cise of its power. 1 cared or tried to ciu*i' nothing 
about myself, but I could not Buccced. I bad the incli¬ 
nation to do anything mischievous or wicked, but 
was minus tlio power. I could not sin to tho extent T 
wished. This was theeffcct of early trahung, Hreraory 
brought boforc luy mind’s cyo 8ccne.s past long, long ago. 
1 saw myself a little child, a very little child, sitting on 
my mother’s lap, and listening to some sweet -Biblo 
story, or New Testament miracle or discourse of Jesus, 
coiu-luding with some simple appeal to tny tender feel¬ 
ings, and a bliftrt prayer which I repeated, asking tlio 
Friend of little children to bless me. Fourieeu years 
ba^ 0 ]iot choked the seed then sown. No; its fruit has 
been holy convictions, exorcising a rpstraining influence ; 
1.0 doubt aided by tho eirectual fervent prayers of 
righteoMi parents. 


IT IS NO TASK TO HEAD TUR BIBLE. 

Mb. Uovb, tho well-known author of the JUrerif-ihr^ 
Book, in tho days of hia infidelity was 1ra\oiling iu Wales 
on foot, and, being rather tired and Ibirhty, he otupped 
at tho door of a cottage, where there was a little girl 
seated reading, and whom ho asked if she would give luiu 
a little water. “ Oh! yes. Sir,” sho raid; “if jou will 
eomo in, mother will give you somo mdk-and-water.” 
LTpou which he went ju and partook of that beverage, 
the little girl agiun resuming her seat and her book. 

After a short stay iu the cottage, ho again came out 
and accosted tho child at the door, “ Well, my little girl, 
aro yon getting your task ?” “ Oh! no, Sir,” she replied, 
" I am reading tho Bible.” “ But,” said 3fr. Hone, 
“ you are getting year task out of the Bible.” “ Oh! no, 
Kir; it is no task to me to read llio Bible. It is a 
pleasure.” 
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This circumetanco had Buch an oftec-l upou Ulr. Tlono 
that he determined to read the Bibloloo; and he bccarao 
one oi‘ the foremoBt in upholdmg and defending the great 
truths contained in that liolv book. 

A 

FEAGMENTS FOB SPARE MOMENTS. 

ICISFOaXTTjTB. 

irtSTOKTUNr itt a filter tliat aeparatoa &iir‘fre frlcnJa 
from tho frcimi. 

TirR HAJTT MOTITXK. 

Tlio mother Is happy ivhoii her BWK't buh*‘ In born, 
and M hoi) Iho hclplosK little thing lion iu her hrisom. ^ho 
ie happy ^rhoTl it begins to take notice, and rtluru her 
smile. Nile happy ^licn it totters owt tlu lloor, and 
utters it<i hrsl s)liable. She is luipp} wlu‘n the boy trips 
along by her hide, and T^licn the girl sews or reacH nt her 
knee, JT«ppi<‘r still is that mother when bIic listens to 
the pTCiyera uf licr bdored one. O how happy, ^hi'n the 
youth bec'oines a child of grace! But, ha])])U‘b( of all 
will sho lx*, when she meets all her children at the right 
hand of Ohnatiaii motlier, do not iind 

motives to prajer aud fidelity in these simple thoughts ? 


XOnCES OP BOOKS. 

The Star nml ihf Chttd, By A. S. Bot:. IxnuLn) • Suni^kin A. Co. 
A wolMrild and dcK^pty iaUTCithig UlCj witti a aioml y^vU suited to 

Tite Oont>f»it Ixnidoii: Simpkiti & Co. 

A tail* wljon*]U t]ii*ccmvent ^stem i'xjiossd with [mer; and 
iritlial very wU rcHhig i\»r our young friruds. 

Jlymnsjifr injhratfs a/id Sovas. Lrmdou: 10, P.itoruiJstiT-i’OW', 

A pneket of vorj dt^hghtfisl lijmus with an anoodote id Hie end of 
rack psitof, OlKitp and g(Kxl for bcnttmug Ity the wsy>Hide. 

Thf Slasiic Zone, or Xnfi^uVi litlU • 

Tlih th 11 nice ^uhAitutc for the ^'roOcr;'* s perfect Ikmii to the 
infunt aad looUitT, 
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lar, and sU< wiU dc# it ** 

W* all know from exprrienci* that little rhildrcu are 
rery observant of character, and that tbiy have deep 
treasare>houBCB, from vihicli momurj is constantly bring* 
lug up words onJ jclious of tlio past; and how veiy s^on 
they know what Jtrmnoss of purpose means "We have 
often scon an infant ol ten inontlus old pcrfuctly under¬ 
stand the htllo word, “No,” look into the mother’s face 
to see if she really meant it, and then net upon it. But, 
mother, you say “No,” two or three times, and then 
allow ) ourself to be “teased ” into pajing“yesj” and, 
depend upon it, your “No" will go for nothing another 
time. 

A group of bin 8, from sii to ten years of age, were 
standing by a gave in a prolty vil! ige. “Coine,” said 
onp of them, “let ns go into the stack-yard.” “Mother 
said wo must not go there, John,” replied a younger 
brother, Henry. “ Oh, all stuft * wy molhcr said so too,” 
rejoined George Mogaoll; “hut slio won’t care.” 
“ Pon’t she menu w hat she said then ? ” asked a gentle, 
little, pale boy, Amos Comnd, “then 1 suj>poHO your 
mol her IS like Jack Tirado’s molhcr, lor she said if he 
went ne.ir the pool she would cut liis legs olf” “Ab, 
ah,” oiclaimcd Tom Harris, “he would look funny with¬ 
out legs!” “ Well,” added little \aios, “ if mother 
had said she would cut nij logs off, she would bo sure to, 
just because she said the would; she Jicicr tells lies, m\ 
mother don’t.” “ Ih, jour mother is a MeLliodist,” 
said Tom, with a sneer; “1 heanlsay &hc would not go 
to the tca>gardcu8 on Sundays.” “ No, to be sure she* 
won’t, for the Biblf and nij teacher told her not to, nor 
8he is not a Methodist neither,” added the boy warmly, 
“she is a dear, kind, good mother.” “Why, she will 

TOL i. II 
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not let you go bird’s-nesting, will she?” asked John 
Barley. “No; but she gave me a peg-top instead.” 
“ "Well, Harry, ran home,” said John, “and ask mother 
again if wo may go to the Rtack-yard.” “ I did, I tell you, 
and sho said, ‘ No.’ ” “ Ah, bah t Go again. Tbask 
HEB, she’ll 1)0 IT.” “ Then father will be in a huff 
with her again, like he was when we teased her till she ' 
lei \3S go boating.” “ Nerer mind, boy; go, I tell you, 
and tease her into it.” 

Away ran Harry to do his work of teasing the yield¬ 
ing mother. “Well. Ifniry,” said Mrs. Burley, as her 
little son rau in, “ T u.'iuiod you to keep the ducks away 
from the cliiekens.” “ We want to go and play in the 
stack-yard, mother.” “^1 told you not to go there, 
Harry.” “Yes. mother; but 'tis so nice there.” “ Non¬ 
sense—go somouhei’e else; drive away the ducks, there's 
a good fellow.” “But. mother, Tom and John, and 
ever so many more, want to go tlwre “ What n tire¬ 
some, teasing boy you are.” “Wa_j we go. mother?” 

“ Get along, do, you teaser.” And away Harry did go. 
When ho again reaclie^l his companions, Tom slumled 
out, “ Well, did \o)i tease her into it. Harry ?” ■* Vos.” 
“Then let ns he off,” said John; and off they •neiit. all 
but little Ames, who turned towards his honje haying, 

“ Mj mother is not like that; whftn she saj’s ‘ No,* she 
means no.” 

Now what think )ou will be the eonmjucnee of this 
mother of John and Harry Burley yielding to their 
“teasing?” Most certainly they will ncv(‘r take “ No ” 
for an answer; nor will they believe, as they pass up info 
life, that her word is to be depended upon, or her judg- 
meut worth asking. Weak, vaeillatiug, untruthful 
•mothers will bo sure to reap what they sow, even iu 
this life, by being tormented by dis^bodiont. self-willed 
uhildron. How easily can wo guess tbo oharactors of the 
different tnothors of (his group of boys, by the remark 
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tlioy make relating to them, and the disciplino of their 
hotnoB. We shall hope eoine day to osci'rtaiu the result 
of Mrs. Burley’s yielding, and Mrs. Corand’s firmness. 


ANNIE -WARUtniTON AND HER MOTHER. 


“ An<l tlieu they will weep 
TlLii one so young, and what they aro pleased to call 
So boaiif liul, slimtld die so BOW.” ^ 

Motiibu! arc you doing your work with death and 
eternity iu, view—feeling quite sure thal you and your 
children, perhqps hoth, will soon have to render iho 
aceoxmt of ull your work, and the way in which you have 
performed it ? Oh, if you have never yet commenced in 
right'goud earnest to do your lifc>work, begin a.t OKcn. 
While you are loitering, some direful fever, or one of the 
thousand ills at God's command, may bo commissioned 
from the throne of Heaven, with the awful sentence. 


“ Out it down; why eumbcretb it the ground?” On the 
other hand, if you are doing your work as God would 
have you, diligently and earnestly, with the BIblu in your 
hand—the truths of which ore to guide you-here, and will 
meet you again at tho bar of God, to decide your case 
there—it will matter not at what hour of the day you 


hear the voice proclaiming to you or your child, *• The 


Master has come, and collcth for ihee.” 


Let us try to impress these truths on your mind by a 
bcene from real life, not a picture from iho imaginative 
pencil of the artist, but a scene, alas! too. often witnessed 
in this beautiful but fiUlcn world of ours. Come with 


us to youder ueatly-curtaiued cottage j it has been for 
many years the homo of peace and happincbs; hut the 
spoiler has come, and has woven his w'cb of blight over 
the most beautiful flower iif tho family garden—as he is 
wont to do. Touchingly docs Kirke White describe the 
advance of consumption :— 



IM A.»Ni£ WA.BS«st<nr £mp 2bs iipvwn. 


•* Who comoA hfie? 

Oh! I kfjow her hy tbvt Uor; 

By thjii blito eyt>*6 lau^id glaze, 
t)y her akui, and by her hair; 
niie ia uiiuu, 

Aud sho id tbiiie. 
iu the dismal night-air dn^at, 

I will eroep tnlo her breast; 

Fhiah her check, and bleach her skia. 

And lead ou the vital hio within. 

IjOTcr, do nut trual her eyoe, 

When Utc'y spai'klc nio&t. aho dioa! 

Mother, do uut trust her breath, 

Oontfort site will bieathe in deallil 
Father, do not strive to save her, 

She itnnue, and I must hn>a Iteri 
Tho coQui must l>e lior bridal bed ; 

The wiuding-sluiet mnat wraj) her head; 

The whis|H)iiig winds inuat o'oi her sigh. 

Fur soon m Uie gnivo the maid inuat he; 

The wni-tij it will not 
On heavenly diet. 

When death has elohed her 4\Ye.- 

Oh ! how many BritUh motliera, wit^ sinking hearts 
and weeping eyes, arc evety day ronliaing the truth of 
thcao touching lines! come up with us to a neat 

little bedroom—slop gently, it is a sacred place; within 
the snow-white curtnnis of a little bed rests a beautiful 
girl, over whose head soraoncTenieon summers hare shed 
their fragrance; her brow is white as marble, and the 
tresses surrounding it are black and shining as the 
raven’s wing; in her beautiful ho/el eye there is a light 
and brilliancy only seen where tbe blight of our country 
has fallen. Bright ruse-like spots aro on either cheek, 
telling the sad talo of th^ hectic fever burning within; her 
white and almost transparenthandrest^s on aBmall,mcely- 
bound book, enfolding the words of eternal life; it was 
the gift of her father on her twelfth birthday, when, as 
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* sprightly gir], shs looked bidding fair to see thn'escorc 
years audteu. Bytho bedside, in an easy chair, sits apole 
and anxiouvlonkiiig Voman; her face is turned towards 
the window to bide the falling tears that mil burst forth 
from the overhurdenod heart nitlun. This is Anuio’s 
mother. 

!Now draw near fiio bed and learn a lesson. Dying 
lips spoalc truth. In a soft and gentle voieo Annie calls 

Mother." Mi's. Warbarton turns round and lends a 
lisk'nitig car to the gcutle accents of her dying child. 
“ Mother, I havo a tale to tell, which ought to dry those 
tears ou tliat .dear, pale fac(‘. I know what the doctor 
tliinks, and 1 know what ho told you, though I did not 
hear him; my eyes are uot dim yet; 1 can read looks. 1 
know death w ill eornc soon—his harbingers arc all abont 
me; but I kuow iu nhoin I havo believed, and J am not 
afraid to die." “ Ob. ray precious child," tho pioos 
mother e\elaiined, “tins i& niy great auiiety.” 

Poi' a few mnmouls, mother and daughter wero silent, 
weeping tears such as a mother and dyiug daughter onlj 
arn weep; hut the young Annie nerved herself for her 
task. Asking Diviuc aid, she again eoiomencod, I know 
it, dear motlior, but wo must bo culm While 1 tell you 
words which may comfort you wheu I am gono to the 
bettor lu\td. I wish to bear my testimony to the fact, 
that from niy earliest infaueyyou have trained me accord' 
ing to the rules laid down in the precious book 1 hold in 
my baud. 1 well remember, when a little, lisping child, 
the spot where you led me to ask for blosaings on my 
infant head; and as well remembered a tale of yesterday, 
are tbe Bible stories 1 heard from your lips. As a child, 
I had a ho^o that I should one day bo a disciple of Jenu, 
but my heart was very bard; and I often tried to find 
soToetbing iu your conduct that would contradict tho 
good words that* fell from your lips—^vain watching, X 
rejoice to say. Do you remember, mother, when my 
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gay and clever aunt, with my cousin Janet, came tu visit 
us, how she pressed you to allow me to accompany them 
to the ball P Oh, I greatly wished you to consent, and 
uiged you to purchase for me a dress like Janet’s, and 
red geranium for my hair, feeling all the time that if} ou 
yielded to our entreaties you would full in my heart, 
from being almost an angel, to a mere common-place, 
every-day mother! This was the turning-point in my 
short life. At this time, 1 resolved to seek my con¬ 
sistent mother’s God; but I did not tell you so. 1 had 
a strange kind of fear lestl should profess foeliug«> which 
might pass av^y, and my prond heart bhnmk from being 
reminded of them, as I thought 1 might be in the home 
circle; but this woe a aiuful silence, vt ashed away nov\ 
in the blood of Jesus.” 

Now, busy mother, we will rest our pen, lest juu 
grumblo over long papers. 


PEACE. 

“ Pat ap tlij invord into the vhralb. 

Ihut which vcxctli Uwe now, priwoking thru to liatc thy hrotlua*, 
Bear with it; tlir ■nnuyitnci' poMCth, and mmy nut ictuiniurOTi-r.” 

Moth£b ! would you like mo to be a soldmr P" asked 
BaymondMooro. Uis mother was readiug, hut iustautly 
placed her hand on her book, as she was wont to do when 
cither of her children addressed her—”Tes, my son, 
very much," she replied. “There, now,” said the lad, 
with triumph in his eye, “I thought you would not 
mind it —Hannah stud she was sure you would not like 
me to be a soldier—she said, that altliougVi siddiers wore 
allowed to remain, according to the New Testament, in 
their profession after they became pious, none ever chose 
Hio soldier’s life after they knew the Savnour.” “ Ah I 1 
think Uai^Dah was nustaken,” rejoinet^Mrs. Moore, with 
an arch look at Baymond. 
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mother,” rejoined the youth, 'Hhatlook makes 
me think I do not undersiaad you; for sometimes you 
say words that lia^c some meauing under them, wliicb 1 
do not understand for a little timo— bo do tell me, would 
you really like mo to he a soldier? What kind of a 
soldier would you like me to be, mother?” “Well, my 
SOD, I should like you to be an officer, if I had my 
choice; but perhaps the * Captain* of tbo ri'giioent 
would not think you capable of command; but I should 
not mind if you were a ‘ prirato,’ if you attended duty 
and obeyed orders.*’ “And woiJd you really like to see 
me, mother, In % red coat, marching towards tho field of 
battle ?’* “ The colour of tho coat, Baymond, is not of 
much importance; but I think 1 prefer a black one, if 1 
might choose." “ A black one, mother I—who ever saw a 
soldier ii» a black coal F” “ Oh, I have seen many." 
‘•Ah, now I see by the twinkle of your eye yon have 
double thoughts again to-day—tell mo what you are 
thinking alxmt.”' 

“ Well, dear," i-cplied Mrs. M 9 ore, “ I should like mj 
sun to be a soldier, but not in the sense you have been 
8|>oakiug of. Oil, never may ho enter the battle-fields of 
earth, thirsting for the destruction of his fellow-men! 
But I do greatly desire that ho may bo a soldier of the 
cross, fighting under the banner of King Josus, tbo 
Captain of our salvation. And although, as Hannah 
says, there ai*c pious soldiers—^we heard of many in the 
Jato war—yet I cannot imagine auy pious man choosing 
that profchsion after ho has sworn allegiance to the 
Prince of Peace, which I hope my son may do before 
long,” “Ah, 1 hce, mother, yon do not think tlie wars 
of earth help on the kingdom of the Saviour. 1 thought 
iny own mother was a woman of peace—I should have 
been disappointed if sho had decided otherwise.” 

Christian mother^ would you like your son to choose 
w ar os his profession ? 3)o you say, “ David was a man of 
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war ? True, bat ou this very aeeouut be wai not alkmed 
to. build a temple for Oo(L Would you not rather your 
bebired and loving boy abould take the cxamx>le of the 
Ptiaoe of Peace, teaohiog all men to love us brethren ? 
Then begin early in life to teach the little ones kindness 
acoi. forbearance, and love to each other and to the whole 
humui family. 

PAPKK HEAD AT A MATEENAL MEETING, 
fFhere aat the Childlegt Mother qf Qcntle Jala. 

TH.B »EBEATXJ> ICOTfiSB.^NO. II. 

9 

It is related uf a ChristisD mother, that when she 
dosed the eyes of her departed child she esclaimod, 1 
wish tliee joy, my darling. Ves, joy tmspeakablo and 
full of glory. VoA, joy that thy mother must die to 
understand.’' ILivc you not felt, as you stood by the 
bed of the dcpartiog Christian youth, tliat 

" I’licrc is ft Iraiii of holy tbooght 
Tliut c\’U ou will Irauce the soul, 
all iiiforior iliingH seem ntmght, 

And God auil lioa'^on tlio wIioIg. 

Such ]H tho fool tug when m death 
t)uo whom wt* dearly lovo dcparls, 

When wo feel faiUiig wjlh tlioiv breath* 

And tool tlicii doutli-paiig in rmr hoorta. 

Tlion* as llio v|nrat a'Ms, 5)10 
.liwt liko tho sun io wo-^tern msi, 

To form a ptilh of Ikt own beams. 

T<J load iitit) oit niitv. 

U seciosas if iud<*od were a'ou 
'riioM‘ guti*h of nndceayitig It^ht. 

And lor a ]iiain**nl jn Imswoou 
W o oauglit u ghmci' uf the gliltenug sight, 

And tho 4'hu>id imnds m» linght and ikir. 

♦ Wlio thurc an* found, 

Tho ilmmo unmnd* 

In raiment apotloas, purr and white. 







We UiQ «ipmt'e palb aloog' 

Till she BeesiH mingl^ witb tUe tbrcmg» 

Tben wrapt and Qa/jdod wiib tbe 
Wo turn to our own earth again, 

And all its bent aud brightest ny^ 

Soem dark and profitim aod fain* 

Oh! for a glauco like thia, to litat 
Till iJl tliib luorkd LTo be past I 
But no, it canuot bo; oartb clmga 
Around \16 yrt The aera})h wings 
or purity and liglit will 
Triuaiphaut o or a conqt^eiTd grave; 

But, while 111 mortal eumbraarti dreat, 

^ If we aspire 
Wo droop and Uro, 

Aud turn to our hov earth to rent 
Yet It will he. Va^^s on, jo houih. 

When iu all hright eelcnUal bowers, 

Without OTiO low and mortal tie, 

Out etoudloM as au Alpino sky, 

Wo, we shall aoar. 

To droop no iqoi\% 
but put on iminoiiuiitN' 

(Such feelings pos^(SbJ<l our liOiirts as we stood by the 
dying bed of one of <hc most iulcrcfrling and proniiatog 
of the children of our Aeaoeinliou* In curly life, Alfred 
(Lhis was Iho r«»al name of Gcntlo « 1 ohij) had been 
trained for heaven, and in eariy lilb ho liad given his 
3oung heart to tho Savioifr. AYo had watched hiu 
opening mind with great in tercet, and hud seen luiu 
drink ill klll>v^led<^e and store up wisdom, wliieli we, in 
our shurUaighleiJ and vuiii iinaginingK, eipectcd to hear 
called forth at some fitiiro dav, when Le slued forth as 
au amba‘»s'itlov/«)r (’uijst, wljicU ifc was, wo bcllovo. his 
ardent dosin' to he in a hoathon land ; and to tliis work 
\\o foci huro hio heart was doTctod, and his mind 
qualified iu no*ordiuary^ degree. But it is cousoliog 
to romember it was iu his heart, and that when this 
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yotmg soldier of the cross was called to prepare for his 
last battle, and when ho felt his cherished hopes—and 
ow cherished hopes—would soon he buried in his tomb, 
not a single murmur escaped his lips, even wbeu the 
harbinger of death sounded the triimx>et, giving wnming 
of the approach of the last enemy at tbo eniranco of the 
dark vall(‘}. The only anxiety 1 saw him fivl at my 
post of anxious observation related to her whom he 
callod mother; and the last anxious nUh he expressed 
was, that she should take rest. It nas very evident, 
from the look of that bright eye, that there u ero words 
in his alfectionate heart too big for ujttcraneo as it 
regarded her; and while ho nen ed himself to say, Don't 
cry, mother,” his look and manner seemed to tell us ho 
hud no terror or anxiety, ssac that uliicli his affectionate 
heart felt for the mother to whom he >«as about to bid a 
iniig fart'weli. 

But now that he has fought the light, the goo^ fight. 
no bhoiUd try to think of him not as ho teat, but as he 
18 . 'Weeping mother, thy son livetli. Ho has cast oil 
mortality, and tho immortal spirit is now in triumph, 
-iuothcr soul is received into glory. The belovi'd youth 
i>i now recliuing on his Pallv'r’h liosom. Tiie desire of 
his heart —and, may 1 not add, of fliif heart P—is granted: 
Lis lobe is washed white lu the Saviour’s blood; his palm 
of victory is evergreen; his heart is love; hJb aoul is 
joy. How sweetly does he ring! He tells his history 
it is a niyttery to angels. If lovely vjith his placid brow 
and eye of lustre while a dying sinner here, how trulj 
lovely does he now appear, as with a crown of glory he 
bends at liis great Master’s ieet! ]f a stono sculptured 
by human art attracts wonder and admiration, will not 
the diamond sparkle with a darjding lustre, which He 
nho spake tho sun into glory has fashioned to adorn his 
mediatorial crown P 

*Wbilo ho was on caj'ih our young friend delighted in 
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knowledge—now lie lias entered the school of Christ in 
lieaven. The blessed Savioar is his teacher, end his 
studies are the volumes of cternitj. Tiio map of God’s 
universe shall be kia chart, and the telcboupo of lieavon 
shall aseist his unclouded vision. The rajs that emanate 
from the uncreated One shall for ever illumine his path* 
waj. Jleno more needs the light of the siiu nor of the 
moon, for God is liis light and shield. Prom seraphim 
and cherubim he Icanu the notes of heaven, while 
Gabriel loads tho choir. Live on, then, young Alfred! 
Live in the nocictj of the pun* and the holy ; only such 
didst thou love ou earth. Live whiro sin canuot grieve 
tlioc. Tune thy liarp, and bless God and tho Lamb for 
thy ri’(»wu of glory. Yes, when empires and kingdoms 
filiall have pubsed away—when sun, moou, aoJ eturs shall 
h(‘ blotted out, thy eternity will Lave but just begun. 
'I'liou hast not forgottou thy mother. No! Love dies 
not in heaven. Perchance thou slialt be thi' drat on 
:mge} wing to wc^lcomo her to tho abodes of blisn. Could 
the happy spin! n-visit these mortal shores, with what 
pathos would he say, Mother, tho Saviour’s heart is 
lore ; lean upon it, and bo linppy.” 

Tou heard tho rejjuest, “Lonot cry, mother!” He 
told us he was resting on Christ,” and had “ no foars 
and what would ho now say, itj in the midnight watch, 
xpirit could with spirit blend, and mortal with immortal 
could hold converse ? Would he not say, “ My mother, 
dry thy tears, I am safe in glory. Oh, why art thou 
disquieted? If souls could weep in bliss I should, to 
hear my name repeated mingled with a tear. Weep not 
now ; 1 have uiica(>ed to happintsa. Wc soon bhall meet 
where God wipes all tears away.” And what should be 
the reply ? “ Thy mother will try to feel and say, ‘He 
hath done all thinp well.’ Time is short, uud will 
soon he BW*ailowc*d up in the vast ocean of eternity. 
Hbon the dawn of a ncver«eDduig day ahull be ushered 
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in. Soon we ^aU mingle onr soogi with the intiD- 
merable niultUudo who uncuanngl^ <ay, ‘ Holy, holy, is 
Lord of hosts.’ ” 

“WHIP ME, BUT DON'T GET.” 

A PIOUS father hod devoted great attention to the 
edncation of hia son, who had maiutained au unblemished 
rejuitatiun until the age of fourteen, when he was 
detected in a delibereto fulsobood. The father’s grief 
was great, aud he determined to punish the odbodcr 
severely. He madestho subject one of prayer, for it was 
too important, in his esteem, to be passed over as a 
common occurrence of the day. Ho then oatled his son, 
and prepared to inflict the punishment. But the foun- 
tain of the father’s heart was opened. He wept aloud. 
Pot a moment the lad seemed confused. Ho saw the 
struggle between love and justice in his parent’s bosom, 
and broke out, with all his usual ingenuousness, “ Pother, 
father, whip me as much os you please, but don't cry.’’ 
The poiut was gained. The father saw that the lad was 
sensibly aiTeuied by this incident. He grew up, aud 
becatno one of the most distinguished Christian ministers 
in America. 


TIIE PEAYING-'MOTHEE.—No.n. 

OnB day, when all hop© of his son’s recovery was 
gone, the father, a man of strong feelings, cnlercd with 
a broket) spirit the chamber where lie lay. The dying 
boy, with hii tours dropping upon his pillow, was sobbing 
Iho name of his mother. “My mother! my dear 
mother! O that she wero here to pray for me as she 
used to 1” Toe iiithcr bent over him, unablo for a time 
to speak, but mingling his tears witlk thoso of bis son. 
ClAsping hisi bauds, and casting a look of appalling 
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earcestDess at his parent, the boy oxelaimcU, “ I'^atlier, I 
am dyiog with my aina upon me! I ahali bo loat lu my 
present state 1 Send, 0 send for some ono to pray with 
me!” “Sly child,” replied tho father, “there are none 
but Catholic clergymen ou Lho island, and they cannot 
help you.” “ 0 what shall I do then, father P” exclaimed 
tbo son. “ Pray for youraelf^ my dear child,” reiilied the 
father, unn illmg to repose the destiny of his son on his 
own inHdol view s ol tho future. “ T do,” replied the 
boy, “but I need lho help of others. O can you not, 
will you uot pray yoiusolf fur your perishing son, 
father P” 

Tho captain felt as If tho earth shook beneath him. 
He had uever prayed in his life; but his heart melted 
over his child; bo telt, as by consciousuess, the truth 
and noocssity of religion. He felt that nono hut a God 
oould meet tliis ti'rriblo emetgency uf mau. As if 
smitten down, bo fell on his knees by the bedside of his 
aon. Ilia spirit was broboD, bis dears /levied like rain, 
and with agoity lie called upon Ood to save ]umi>elf and 
child. The family and servants of tho Ijouse were 
sniaaed, but he prayed ua, and before he arose the child's 
prayers 'aoiu heard, if not his. Tho sndciing boy had 
ibuud tho peace winch passeth understanding. Ho died 
trusting in Ins Saviour and lull of tranquil hope. 
Opprossid witli borrow, tho father did not ccabO to pray 
for himself—lie was deeply comirted of ain, and belorw 
long found peace in believing. He returned to B., lus 
child a corpse, but liiinself a new man—the one in In avon, 
and the other eu the way. lie brouglil to Ins wife the 
drst news uhu lind recited of her missing boii. She 
wept, but with tours of gratitudo as mh ns sorrow, 
acknowledging that in nfllictiou (Jod lind bloscd her. 
Horpraycr** had imt faded. Providouue had overruled 
the misconduct bf her child for Ins owu and hi» i’ather'i 
salvation. 
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A JIOTHEB’S INFLUENCE. 

"Tf mulliflrs did bnt foilj Icftow 
How vast the bloacinf; they beato«. 

When «iUi thdr tender earn and love 
Tliey wateb and pray, and kintUy hoe 
The naturo of thal cranpnny 
With whom their chil«lreninOTe.'’ 

Fehiups there is not a duty which is more incumbeut 
on ]>urent8, and which has a greater hearing on the 
futuro life and career of a child, than that of choosing th«- 
companions of their earliest days. If they are allov\<‘d 
to mingle indiscriminately with those aho live in the 
same town or street, we must not wonder if they make 
choice of those whose ways lead down to death, rather 
than those which tend mito life. There is something in 
human nature, howover beautiful its moral state, pre¬ 
vious to tho introduction of Uivino grace, which leads us 
naturally lo cling to tko evil and Ica\c the good. And 
if evil habits arc formed in the first buddings of life, w<' 
may b(' pretty certain they will develop thomselves in 
broader and more distinct icatures in mature age. Hom 
important, then, tho injunction of Solomon,—“ Train up 
a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he 
will not depart from it.’* 

Wero } ou to travel from the Land’s End to the Tweed, 
or from ilie Irish Sea to the German Ocean, you would 
not find a more excellent woman than hlrs. Smith. 
Lovely in her temper, kind and afEahlc in her manners, 
industrious and careful in all her household concerns, os 
well as excropUrying the trueCspirii of Christianity in 
her daily walk, she appeared as a bright example worthy 
of imitation. But as there is no sunsliine without its 
shade, or delightful scone without its drawbacks, or 
lovely flower without some defect, so there is no oho- 
racter, howevci^ beautiful,'but discovers some weakness, 
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to rIiow the imperfection of all things here b<'loM . Sweet 
and beautiful as the general character of Mrs. Smith 
was, there was one infirmity which sumowhat sullied her 
otherwibe lovely walk; and that consisted in giving^ 
through mistaken love—the parental power out of her 
owu hands, and allowing her children to have too much 
their own way in matters of importance. Like good 
Eli, whilst religion flowed in her owu heart, she was to 
be condemned for not keeping her children from wick> 
edness. What was Ihe resalt ? 

"Without entering into the whole history, or referring 
1o tho whole family, lot me take one branch, a youth, who 
ill a special manner had boon tho object of his mother’s 
mistaken love. Early permitted to mingle unchecked 
with the giddy and thoughtless who met on the village 
green, beside tho largo oak tree, ho oarly imbibed their 
bpirit; and when subsequent years brought him to man¬ 
hood, the bamc 6])irit only mure vigorously appeared. 
The seed sown in youth sprang up and bore fruit. 
Uiddy and thoaghtless in early hie, ho could not brook 
parental power in riper yean. Accustomed to the 
society of thobc who feared not God nor eschewed evil, 
his heart grew np in distaste to religion, until at last, 
unable to hear the kind admonitions of his tender 
mother, or tho fellowship of the good, he exchangod the 
liomo of his birth for that of a seafaring life, as more 
congenial with his feelings. Thus drinking decp(‘r and 
deeper into sin, he became weU-uigh the instrument of 
bringing duwn tbc bairs of a kind and indulgent mother 
with sorrow to the grave. 

. O that Old Anthony’s TOiee was so powerful that it 
could enter into tho ear, and from thence into the heart 
of every mother! With #hat earaestnobs Itould he 
entreat them to watch against every evil, but more espe¬ 
cially against allowing their children to mingle with 
those who, though not openly jirofime, yet bear no maiis 
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of reii^iuD. Fe mothcra of England! Ye bare no need 
to iia« coorcivo meaanres to ro»Lrain your children from 
eril compauiona; tbcru is an influence u itbiu your roacb, 
Bwect and soft in its operations, nbicb, if exercised early, 
under tlio blessing of Qod, wdi tend to lend them to 
choose tbc pioua, uliilst they look with pity on tho pro- 
fimo and thoughtless. Exercise that iuflucnce—intro¬ 
duce theiu early into the society of the good^and that 
Gdd nmy ciown your efforts with abundant success, will 
be the prayer of your fnend and wnli-ansber, 

Ou) AninoKT. 


LITTLE JCAItT. 

“ What « ould JcbUA mj * '* 

Litxlb Mary Groves was the child 'of very pious 
ptments, and gave, from a rcry early age, strong evidences 
of the grace of God working in her heart. Ouo 
night, when left alone with her brothers and a young 
relation, who was brought up with them, she became 
very angry, ou some trilling occasion, and her cousin 
said, “Mary, what would your mamma say?” She 
looked thoughtful, and turning to her cou.-iin said, 
“ 'What would Jesus say ? Let us all kneel down and 
ask Jesus to forgive me.” The fourchildren kneltdown, 
and she became, al^er prayw, quite good and happy. 

another time she said to her mamma, “ 1 wish you 
would take the frills off my trousers, mamma.” Mrs. 
Groves replied, “Ko, my dear, it is not worth w’hilo to 
take them off, as they are there; 1 should not put tliem 
on any more.” The child said, “ Do take them oiT; 
because I love them so, 1 cannot help thinking of them.” 
This shdwcd how early ahd gained acquaintance with the 
nalural vanity of the human heart. She was a very 
lively child, and though tho youngest in tha fiimily, quite 
took the lead with hex brothers, but was wondoi^y 
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subject to Iier parcats; aiul seemed ripeuiag for her 
heaTotilj' home, loviug tq talk aud to hear about Jesus. 
Shorlly beforo her death she sold, “1 am so thirst/.’' 
The servant took her toast aud water; she refused it, 
sa/ing, '* Cali mamma.” 'W'hcD lirr mother came she 
said, “ Haaima, they dua’i know what 1 mean; I « aut to 
driuL tbo ILod of Christ, and to eat His fiebh.” HUo 
was not quite f re years old when slie died, and was earl; 
ripened fur glory. She obkod on the last day of her life 
to hoar the twcuty^third Psalm, aud said she know Jesus 
was her Shepherd, and would guido her through the 
valley of death. 

Mary’s mother taughi all her. children early to fear 
and loTO (tod. She did not live to see her ‘son<; grow up, 
but they were both converted while young, and ore now 
feerviug the Imrd os missionaries in India. 

If wo bring up our children for God, and set them a 
good example, of our little ones wc may also hope to sny, 
“'Whether they li\o they live unto ihe Lord, and 
whctiier they die they die uuto the Lord. Lot us pray 
and labour, wd patiently hope. for in due season we 
shall reap jf wo lamt not.” fl. Q. 

[The dour friend who wrote this little paper for us is 
gone to Jiuaven since she sent it to us- yone, and 
uisBiin. Fonder her words, young mother, that being 
dead she may yet speak to you and to your children.— 
Gn.] 


S£A.-S/l)l!: MI I SINGS. 

WQlTTai4 II SIUinU.IN, lUHK, 

Hvsh awhile, tlioii restless Orean, 
Gentle let thy mumnirs be. 
Cease hir oore thy loud oommotion, 
For I long to tdk with thee 
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Tlu»iiglt / s{H^ak in Iiutnan langiia^s 
Am! thff roice is su^m and wild; 

'nuHi slialt s})cak ajul / will ]L 4 <'U» 

IJko a Attlirr and a cliild. 

Iisicni» iLcin (tbo Ocoari mununml,) 

VoT my Toi(*a lialli much (o toll: 

'J'uk« my Icshoiis to thy sjiirit, 

I^et it iK)tidoi tltom right wall. 

1 wi)[ teach of IJiui who made me, 
or His love so\ast and frot*; 

And Ills power, wlixeh hath no liiuit, 
Ijike the deep unliithomt'd so«. 

Then lorgcl uotjiow lie promised 
All thj sms to cast aside. 

Like the stoue^ that ore an buiiC), 

Us inigldy rolling tide. 

WliiU m\ »*ionny wah'ts tell thee 
UTo IS hut a traubird ai*a ; 

Think of Iliiii who (jiadled tluir lurj, 
Trod liioV fiercest waves lor U)C0. 

Of <00, I cuti (ucieli thee, 

llcsilcbs ofU*u liki each wave , 

*l*ossirig—foaming—still foi^i tlhig 
Who j'- cvi'r near to save. 

Turn wc jHlo biighlor prosjiegta, 

Ou ti> ]ironnscJ gloiiis 

Oa/ing ou my suiilU w'afers, 

MHiink iii)ou tlu “ si*a of glass 

Think that thou aliall stand triuiDphaut, 
When life's voyage' shall be pa^t; 

Where no storm uor U'Qipesl cometb, 
UVu my muruiiu-s hu^Ueil at last. 

No ftufrr seci," my i/uya arc numbered, 
Endloas ages wail for Ihee ; 

Where thino oyoa shall view with Rapture 
Sightii moro gloriooa than the acu. 

Oj/ord, 


Mmit 
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A PLEASING INCIDENT. 

A MOTHER, who never prays with her child, little 
imagines what an inihioncc is lost that might bo everted 
over that child for good. Mothers should not oulj pray 
for but with their childreiu nnd begin with them when 
they are infants. It is surprising how early children cau 
eonceivo of a God, who wattbes over them, takch cart} of 
ihem, and gives them every comfort they enjoy. .V mother, 
wl»o has thus frequently accustomed herself to take 
her uhihl In private and pray with him, has found it the 
best means of * 80 othmg him when disturhed in liis rest 
through slight iudispobit'On. or when vexed and peevish 
from any little cause th.it has erossed his temper; and 
\hen ho has douo any naughty triehs, or nmnii'estod an 
o’lstinaU* dittpoMi ion, this ineanis eiinqu^M better than 
any other. The child is couslanlh in the habit of attend¬ 
ing a place of worship once, and genuriilly twice, on the 
Sabbath; though but two years and a quarter old, he 
hidiavcs well in a usual way. One moruing lie was rest¬ 
less; when he reliinied home, he wu'. ivjirnved; his 
pupa would not kiss him ns ubiul. 'I'lie ne\t Sabbath 
inornijig his manniia was talking to him, I'lling liun sho 
hoped he Aioiild beahetler hoy, and m 1 still; if not, papa 
would not kiss him again when ho camo home at 
noon. The child eanuot s])eak jilnin yet, but in his 
childish way ho said, ^ Mamma, tako WilUe uji stairs ; 
pray God moke Willie a good boyW hat mother could 
refuse such a request ? E. T. P. 


frag; 



SNTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 


“uow Cijf I BRLtBTZ rOTT?" 


** Now bo a giJod boy',” said a mother to her little 
son, “and you shall Imvc a pretty thing.” “ Tou havo 
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told me ao very often, mother,’* the liny thing replied, 
" and you never hoop your woixl j Jiow can 1 believe you 
now?" "What a reproof from the lips of infancy to a 
promiae-hrcnkingmolher! will the boy ever confide in 
her as ho gro-wsnp into lifo? "We think not; for the 
first impreEwion of character is the most la&llng. 

ITAl’PJKKBS. 

He )\ho finds his huppiuesH in iucrenshie, ihe happinosn 
of his fellow-creatures, is a benmolont uiuti; he who 
finds it in iuerenriug their holiacsc. is a (.'liristiun. 

LIVE TOE SOlTETinNG. 

Live for sometliiiig. ])o good, and have hohinil you 
a monument of viittic, that the storm of life can never 
destroy. Wi’ile your name, in kiuihu'Sh, love, and luercy, 
on the lieartf of thousands who come in cunlaet with you 
year byyenr, and jou willncMrbe forgution. No, your 
name, your deeds, will he a.s legible on the hearts you 
leave behind, as the hlar- on tin* brow* of OM'uiiig. O’ood 
deuds w’ilJ shine as ti)o stars of Iieaveti. -- Dr. ('halD’crt!. 

sAi Eoruiso 'i'O uEtevn. 

A minister onee H.iid, “If you know nnjlhlng thai will 
make a brother’s heart glad, mu tjuit kly mid tell it,; but 
if it is something that will only em< le n Mgh, bottle iv 
op_-hottle it ap." 


NOTICJIS OF liOOKS. 

CUlldf^. TjODclf*!); Tito IV^oK 

10, Ptttero frier Ttw. 

Very uninsiug anU wf\\\ little work^ . 

Hand oj Ilop^. 

Wo present out UjAnlrH to tlio niiknonii who Muick xi$ tfia 

{tmimlim Band of Jlop^ JonmaJ. We rojolce to 1 aow that «o 
'naefol 0 work woulatot aiii<>n(r the gol<k8eokcrs. 
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GONE AND MISSED. 

A DBA.B friend and devoted jouog mother has lat^j 
been called from our world, one who was ever glad to 
loud a holpiug hood, when she could, iu our work fm 
mothers. Her auflertuga wore of no common order j 
indeed, they were so exceedingly painful, that one^a 
heart bleeds to ilunk of them, though we view them iickw 
09 past. Her sun went down at noon, but it was a 
glorious setting. Come with ns, and look at the dear 
suilerer, as slio waits for the angel of death. We give 
the cheering extract from a short memoir^(too short for 
ns)—published by her husband, P. U. Uosso, Esij.* 

** Her last cloy on e^irUi wan now come—it was one of hril- 
liazit sannlitne—a lovely day for mid winUs*; and ns we moved 
her coueii tn^nrtlH ibo window lor the taking of the Uiiid pho- 
logrsph, and aaw the bright miulight strcuin upon her coun* 
tenon CO, we thought nho would kco tlmt suu no > 1101 * 0 . Sbe 
was ohoerfid in con\er>atioii, hr indeed *»lio ever was; took an 
interest in the likoiinss, and wislud to sec tlic result, and in 
the aftorriooii couvorsod freely with her ph}'vir]an. As rIic lay 
still, she said. ' I shall son 11 is bright face, and ahull shine in 
His brightness, and slmll sing His praise ni strains never 
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uttered bedow.' bio doubt she alluded tu a dcficicucy whiob 
^hc hod lUwAjH ix'gri'tud. b'rom the want u£ oar and voice 
she had never hoeu nldo to sing. Kven u]> totbo last her mind 
was set upon doing hiT Master's work, and on this very lost 
day one of the Hcrvuncs was seatc'd h( a tahio by ber bedside; 
folding and addressing ti*acbi and messengers, under her dicta^ 

tion. It WAS her last act of coi'tlilv sorvioe. 

% 

“ Ju the course of the uftomoon, as 1 was hanging over her, 
she said, 'Othat I loved Ilmi moi*c!' 1 replied, ^Yoa vdU 
soon.' She said, ‘Yes, I h6}io so!’ and thou, with an explo¬ 
sion approaching to ai*chness. kIio ailded, * 1 don't Jovo Satan/ ' 
‘ Nor sill?' 1 suggested. ‘ No ; and 1 don’t waut to oujoy tbe 
pleasures of siii for a season.* A& night dj*cw on, a change 
beoamo mantfcHt—tbo physician liad said that tho whole blood 
in tha syaietn wan poisoned by tho cancer, and that the rapidly 
ol its downward course was beyond that of uny oaee.he bad 

T0I», I. . I , 
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aOITE XIi1> 


ever The Lrvatlimg boe^uuo «ho)ter ami' more 

iKborioui*, amiin|ia'iiicd \nth inurh h^aviug ofiliochobt. So<.>ti 
ailor eight o'clock hhv e.\pericurod apnriia] pni^alysia oi' tho 
tonguo. eangiitg her s|)cccli to bo thick, and witli diil^cnltv 
inhUigiblo. lu (Ulusiou to this, and. in Ibc dread that she 
iniglii ]in!]cr some lime niUionttlic pov^er of bpets'lu she siud, 
^'fbe J^ul hrt'^ hitherto raiecd me above ciTeunistaiieo&; }Je 
ha? made me to ride ii]>oi) the high pW'fs of Iho eaith. uiid 
BOW llo Itas 1ux)iight mo doBu , and novk ile has mndo me lo 
lhar.* ^ hoEk* wlmt, my duliugf 1 ubked. 'PmalNsm.* A 
little hciore ten she minmund, ‘ 1 am going homo'-l go 
home/ * Yes/ I replied, 'uhat a inocy that jou have a home 
to go to!* Hhe iiuniedinlel\ addiHl, • And ii lavrty Tvelcome I’ 
in ulln>>ion to the name ul a tract ahe had wiiLUn. 

“Tic Ivo m»id^, ^ho ttnlv loved their mislicas, nlhsrd to 
go to hed, and tin.*/, twUi mo. continued to wateli for iho end. 
Altev a \\\Mo iii\ pn'enais v jfleB'i* said, ‘1 shall >^jt)j 

tfim jn ^^h 1 le—won t*jon ti^k.* jmir lamb and milk buIi me?’ 
T!io Ih'-t tu'c she reji'alul tnico or lluiec. as slic naw that 
I did ^M)l cnleli life ineniiuig: 1 Indieve, )>owe\cr, hie* 

ulludt d te ein ih n\ IiUlobo.V' s]>ecch \\di> now tlnek ; hut 
}irc*k'nll\ 'lu said, ' T*s « jdcasani waj—moio }’ha«ajit than 
whou I c>«dd mil pi ay loi m 1 at V(«dd mail* jon uul apjn ' 
1 '^iippov ^Ih ji i'x ud to the eirremsfiuieo, that ithinthe het 
duy or \ linil Ihjcu ehlc **ohui>ih to n'sigtj hw into lie 
hand 1 1 I lion ^^ho h*r e soo^ua had Knt lur Ut nu*, on 1 n^tw 
roclHitnf d Ills Iran Sh • bu'k'Hl on u> hanging ova* hei, und 
eouklAoor thv<'C times, as if the thought ol elrnml niiuin 
wore d< li jhtful, * One song'—one lunnly ^—oxw song ^ * At 
tinns. die dropjiiul into n njOjinutu} *^ 101)11 cr, duiiug \vhi(*h 
idio ilill ^lokv of dc iib. Jii one of these nan mil rings, on 
putiitig oui eaiH close to her jnonth, nm* oould nisike out, 
‘OjHiJ thegat's'—ojHMi the^iiti*** lual let tiko hxl* Ah, tlie 
hhwvd of tin* r/>r<l had not long to stand witlioiU. Ahonlu 
quarter to eliven f simke to Jier ol tlie ji‘eejie?& ol the Gosjad 
grace woieh she had proclauned ‘>o tally in Jirr Imcls, when 
ahereplvd, M sea it!' ‘N*** what, lo\e?’ J nsk»*d. *l pee 
tbo of Oosp'l graec that 1 Imvi **ol hefoie others, but 

in extreme weakness;' iiutuodinttlj adding, Wttbo exprobBioki 
miglit bo uiumidorsiood, usnieatiing dimness of apjirehousiorL 
of tho lmth“*me\trwiie weahnees a/ htnly* Koon titter this, 
pUo turned her dimraing eye^ on me, aed btnd—‘Dear papa. 
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] aui all reoJy. ’ Wliat lists oujo you n^ady?' i ahiced. * Tli? 
Mood.' Then bho added, after a momeutary pausv, ‘ 'J'lii' bli'od 
of tho Lamb.’ 

“'tbm prx'oious testimouy ^as tUe last aoiitoinxs tluit ismiod 
frumhci lips. U Imd bocnlierjoy inUfetotollof tlio sulBoioncy 
of that blood, and now sho died oil it A fownnniiu'- ul'terllih 
sho foil into a bt'uvy doxe, breatbing aterUiniusly, witii lulxv 
rious lipftTing uiid witli Aliened montli; for ibrco iflurtors of an 
binw slio only uttered one word, ‘ Papnt’ The broutbiiit^ foeblor, 
with It ss of the rattling of the plilegni. pivsoully blio ^aiu 
bi'catiiud tlie familiar word'I'apa'' wliich was tlu' 1 h>>l word 
die iiftorcd on <’artli. Her eyes now boenme fi'jod, uiid she 
WHS evidently uucojiseions, in uo way notieing aaylbing we 
said or did, tillcxat'tly at one o'clock sbe bivailu'd ii long e.'cpi- 
latioii. and eea-.i-d. 1 laid lier dear bead, wbieli for uu hoiir 
bad bs'n on my ami, on tbo pillow, closed her eyes, und nil 
kni’t>liiig itiiiTtd (be beil gave LlienUs to God, iimidst solis and 
ti HI'S, ibr bi'i' puaei-fiil mlniissiou into ber ba}>]>) boiuo.” 

•Such uas tbe lost day of our beloTcd aud eA.C(;lIriit 
friend. ^Uotlier!—young inolbcr!~you too must die. 
.■ire you living the life of tlie rigblcoua? Then you 
may expect to dio thoir death. 


TJfB SAILOE BOY AND HIS MOTIIEE. 

“ Motueb, J can hardly think that 1 sluiU go to-mor¬ 
row. I have BO longed for the tune to come, aud it has 
been so long in tho distance, that 1 cannot realize that 
to-morrow 1 loavo my early home for ‘a life on the 
ocean wave.’ ” “ It will be realized by me, my sun,” wae 
the reply, in a tone of sadness; “but, George, there is 
one thing I wish to ask of you. Cun you promise your 
niotUer one thing in tbi« eolcmn time, so near tho part¬ 
ing hour?” 

The mother and eon wero aitting together, new ab 
open window, tjpough which was streaming the gloriottt 
moonlight of a summer evening. The lad had not seen 
more than sevonteon summers, and kis dear blue eyi 
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vu full of fao{>e aud bright antieiiwtions. Yeors hod 
fli^Tored a fbw of bis mother’s locks, but she was still a 
good-loukiiig matrou, with iutolHgenoc stumped upon 
her brow, and a benignant hinile wreatbing her lips ^\bcn 
sho spoke. As she huished, her son replied, “ Yes, 
motbor, I can promise you anything, if you will only not 
ask me to' give up lay voyagu. I lore you as dourly as 
eror you( h did bis motber; but 1 do not v ish to giro up 
this cruise, for you need the monuy 1 can earn, aud L 
ougiit to go.” *‘ 1 ujU not ash you, Qeorgo, to giro up 
going, but 1 «aut you ti> remember tbia tiling—whilo 
yoo arc av ay, ttever ne^leet 1o fray A siiigdo night while 
on board tbe ship, and ask Ood to hclji you to lire so 
that you can meet your mothor vHb ii clear conboienee. 
Will you promise, my soil P” Tho fair bo) promised; 
and his mother, bending tonvord, pressed her lips to his 
'brow of almost marble wlntoiicss. 

llis uiutsuaily fair complexion gave bim a somewhat 
girlish ujipearance. “ G-corge,” said tho mother, after 
a brief pause, “ 1 sbnll never soo your f.ieo os smooth 
aud fair as it is now. When jou come back, you will 
show in your face, dear boy. that years and ocean 
storms have passed orcr you.” “'Well, ncicr mind, 
mother, iny heart will still be tbe tianic. 1 shall love 
you just as well as ever.” And the mother pressed her 
Kps to the fair forehead of her son.wlulu an earnest 
prayer went up to the God of tho occau, that he would 
guide and guard her sailor boy. 

The next morning early, Goorge was called to go on 
board the sh^, in wbieb he was to spend four or 
fire years in a toilsome search after tbu leviathan of tbe 
de^. Tho stttrs still shone with uiidimnied radiance 
as he walkbd tarouud the little garden at the baok of 
his father’s rttidence, to tike a last look at the fhaailiir 
■AjectB there. Tears would oome to tho young lsd*B 
-eyes ns he looked upon the dower-hed he had tended, 
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aud whidi he lu^ oileur^atliGped bouquets ibr bis 
bebved motber. “ 1 ahalt gather fio-aw« flowers here 
for dear mother,” thought he, “for many, many seos^lsj 
but 1 , may earn eoeugh to mabe this Uttie pbaaant 
eottnge all our owe;” So thinking, he passed into the 
presence of that dariotg mother again. - His father gare 
hioi a few words of oounscl, but his molher could ouly 
say, “ Don’t forget what I baro said in tbc past. 1 oa&< 
uot talk uiuob now.” No need of it, mother. I can 


mmer forget your instructions.” 

Georgo had been the «hild of many pTsyers. Both 
of his pareuts were pious, but his mother in particular 
had endeavoured to lead him to Christ. She hud ever 


strlvoii to improve tho many epportuuities which a faith-, 
ful mother will flod to instil into a sou's heart the pure 
principles of tho Gospel; aud she laboured not in vain. 
Wo will not describe tbc parting somie, but leave it to 
ihe imagiiiation of a mother, who Imb an only snd darling 
child, to suppose what would be her emotions were he 
to leave her for a long aud basardous voyage at tJie 
early age of seventeen. Such a mother can realise, in 
part, the deop seose of bereavement and desolatinn 
which Mrs. Merton experienced as she wont into her 
dear son’s sleeping apartment after she pressed Iter lost 
farewell hiett upon his check, and heat'd his last “ good 
bye.” There was the bed, as he had left it oarly that 
morning, acaieely disarranged ; in his - pillow, the veiy 
impress of his precious head. She had entered that 
room for the purpose of plaeing everything in order, but 
she could not “find it hi her heart” to disturb tl^ 


bed. And BO, for several ^ys, till '4ibe thought dul^'^" 
demanded the sacniioe of her own'^fedlings, that 
TCQUuned untouched, juet'as George ibad'lalhit. What^. 
natomal heart* but .throbs /tifch eympK^ 'with tbat 
fehring mother 1 


Hsee about George next-eMoi^. 
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TJiE MISTAKEN rATHBB. 

\ 

1 ENiBBBD the shop of a Bmall tcadesnum the other dny 
to make a purcliasc, when the following converBatiou 
took plaice'"” How is your son this morping ?” I asked. 
“ ‘Well, I thank youj Sir.” “ Is his conduct more pleas¬ 
ing to you of late P” I cannot say, Sir. 1 have this 
morning been exceedingly grieved with him.” ” May 1 
ask tho cause ” It Is very vexatious to a father, when 
he wants to promote tho interest of his sou, to be always 
thwarted by perverse, refractory ways; and ho is of such 
au obstinate nature, there is no bonding him when once 
his mind is mode up. Per this reason, I have tried 
what 1 can do by stratagem to get luy own way, but ho 
inspects particulars so luinutcly, that I cannot succeed.” 
“What is the present disappomtmciit ?” “It is this. 
Sir. A few days since, 1 had au offer from a geutlcmau 
in a great way of trade to toko my son into his countiug- 
house. He had seen him, and thought ho was a pro- 
misiug youth. Now, Sir, you may he sure that, as was 
natural for a father, I rejoiced at such a prospect. It 
would have been the making of him, and set him on his 
tegs at once. He himself seemed pleased at first, but 
then ho began to inquire into the nature of the business, 
and the character of the gentleman; and when he found 
it to be one which was not very honourable, and that the 
gentleman did not worship Gpd in bis way, he would 
not consent; and I.have been bard at work these three 
days to endeavour to overcome his prejudices.” 

At that moment some other person entered the shup, 
and the nmni nmg a little bell, which was answered 
by the appeo^ce of a youth about eighteen years of 
age, to whom gave a signal to go to the other cou&1^ 
mid attend tO the customer. He ^ent, and, in a quiet 
way,-snpplied, their demands. “ That is my son, Sir'. It's 
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a tliousand pities he is so self-willed; and you see, Sir,'* 
he coutiuued, he has uo spirit iu biiaiucsB. ITe will 
not, all 1 can do, loarn to recommend the goods, and 
endeavour to persuade people to buy. I believe ho lots 
many a customer slip away ; and yet, as I tell him, it's 
all to his disadvantage—for tho less I make, the loss he’ll 
get." 

As the eustomers were soon supplied, 1 went to the 
other side to enter into a little conversation with tho 
youth. Ho had the appearance of great unhappiness, 
but there was a calnmcss in his countenance which gave 
a peculiar int^st to it. “ Arc you bringing up to your 
father’s bueiucss P" “ I can hardly say, Sir. I uq| 
naturally helping my father, but I don’t think he means 
mo for this kind of business.” 'What are his intentious 
for you P" ‘‘ r believe ho wishes to put me in u way 
more likely to advance my temporal intcrcbt. Hut somo- 
timus, when wo look to tho temporal, we Ibrgot the 
spiritual interest.” “ Do yonvrish to eoiiihiue the two ?” 

It is on this point, Sir, my father and I ha^ r some little 
difference; for, whatever beeoinea of tho temporal, I 
hope not to forget tho spiritual ml erost. Like a kind 
father, who believes all the good that can bo desirable is 
to be obtained through temporal prosperity, he naturally 
ilxos his mind on that only. He means it for my good, I 
know. Sir, and that makes It harder tn reject his kiud- 


DOES HE LOVE JESTTS ? 

Thers is one question we must be able to answer 
satisfactorily, before we shall ever perform our maternal 
duties aright, and this was iuked one day by a little 
child. 

"Does he lovb Jesus, mammaP—do you think he 
lovos Jesus?" saidalittie boy to his mother, when he 
saw a stranger arrive to an early breakfast. " I do not 

i2 
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know, diar,” replied kis mo'her. ‘^But do you (^Hak 
*• 0 ?—dees papa know?” Tbo itmagcr icmaiuod to 
'fiunilj worship, and tho cl apter that happened to be 
tead in cou^^u wus the latter p&H ol' 1 Cor. xvi.; ill 
'Which occur thene narCul worditIf any nian lovo not 
’the Lord, let him be Antithexoa HaMoatho,” which 
recallfd to some proaeot the iollowing anecdote of the 
Rev. J. yiavel:— 

Tbis devoted mioiater had on one oecoMon been 
preaohiug from those words, and at the conclasiou of bis 
discourse he rose to give his jiarting benodivlioa, when 
nuddcnly stopping he eiclirimcd, “ lloa 3aii 1 hleee 
poogregation, whea-there arc soiuo among them who do 
uot love tho Lord Jesus ? and we Liiou, if any man 101*6 
Aot tho Lord Jesus Christ, ho sliall bo aevan<ed « hen the 
Lord comes to judgment.” Theto eolnmn words wero 
felt by all, oud ono gsutlumau was so alivvtod by tliem as 
to fall down sonsoless. 

Among tlio audieuoo there was also n lad 'of hllocii, 
who shortly after euiigrated to America, where ho settled, 

, and lived to tho advanced age of one liuudn’d yean, still 
a stranger to Divine grace. At tln^ great age, being 
•still in tho enjoymout of luh hetdth and faculties, he was 
one day musing on tbo events of his past life, when Mr- 
'Viavel’s sermon, and espedally the sulcmu coueluding 
words, returned 'to Lis mind with great vividness. He 
romembered with shame that God bad kepi him alivo more 
than fourscore years siacc then, that lie liad loaded him 
with hcuefits, tliat He had kept him irom death and hell 
and judgment, but that ho had uot rendered to Him 
according to the bcncllts received that ho was stin an 
alien and a foreigner, without hopoand without God in 
tho world; that ho bad never loved tl^ Lord Jesus Chxist; 
and that, as Mr. Flavel told him eight^'divo years belisre,' 
ho would bo Anathema Maipnatba, if bo came into 
judgment in that state. Old and bardcued ajpoer as 
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had been, he trembled at bis state; bo rcsotred not to 
trait another Lour, but casting bimeolf on his knees, be 
prajed earnestly that bo might love the Lord Jesus 
Christ, that bis long course of bin might bo forgiven, 
and that lie might not n^cetthu Lord Jesus os his Judge, 
but as his Saviour. TIte prayer a’as heard. Ue found 
joy and peace in behoving; he learned to love Him whom 
ho had Bu long doepisod. It pleased Uod still to .pro- 
loug his life fur several years, diiring which ho was kept 
in the love of Ood, and died rejoicing in Uim whom 
he had found so late. 

There are many standards by which men judge one 
another. “ la he rich ?—is ho genteel ?—is lie learned ? 
—is ho pleasant P—is bo kind P” There are many cri* 
terions by which a woman is judged. lias she money ? 
—has she good cooucxious P-^^is she handsome P—is she 
well-brrd P—is sbo a good manner, a good daughter, 
wife, mother, mistress F" But tho little boy’s tost is, 
after all, tho wisest, most importaut, mobl enduring—it 
is Cod's test—it is the teat by which tho King, when 
He sits on tho thrunc of His glory, will divide the shoep 
From the goals. 

Mother, do you judge by this tat ?—Do you lovo 
those who love God, and desire such ■ alono for your 
associates P Do you judge yonr^^by it P Do you lOvo 
the Lord Jesus Christ yourself above everylhiug else 
—better than your sins P Do you believe that He loves 
you P Can you say, “ l£c loved me, and gave himself for 
me ?" If Bcy happy are you. If nut, it is not luo Istc. 
Have you ^no on in sin for a hundred years, like tho 
old emigrant ?—it is not too iato. Ho upbruideth not. 
lie will receive you graciously—Ho will love you freely; 
for if you love His Son Jeans, it is because He first 
loved yon. Yon will ask, porhaps, did tho stranger love 
Jesus P It is of much more consequence to ask yourself, 
do 1 lore Him ? Mother ! believe it—you can never 



IGO UAEJ}U£TOT7 AVD IIEB AIOTUBS, 


rlghliy punbrai jour momi-nioue. diitios to yuup cWldrai, 
to your hoxisi'holJ, till you lovo Jllm wiio li\od oa an 
example, and died to n'denn the gin^atainod tliildrcii of 
earth. 

ANNIE WAKBURTON AND JIER MOTHER. 

No. U. 

“ Soon after Ihia eoiitinued the il}'iug girl, •* J 

beard a sermon from tho text, ' Jjoi cbL thou uu r ’ 1 

think I was enabled at that time to aay, ‘ Lord, thou 
knowest all tbinga—thou kuoweat that IJovo thee.’ J 
told our dear minister'a uiie all this, undor a bolcmn 
proiniso that it should be a sacred and silent trust. As 
soon as I found cousuuiptlon feediug on tho spiings of 
my young life, I wrote a paper, uLich you will find in my 
desk some day. But please do not allow niy keys to bo 
removed from under my pillow till I am gone to the 
world beyond the grave. 

“And now, dearobt mo*licT,” sa’id Annie, “you will 
ihiiik of mo us one among th.<t blessi'd company who iire 
singing the oAerlastiug song of praiso to tho Lamb of 
God. who only takes away bin. Tou will foci Euro I 
shall be among tbo first to welcome you, uiy ov^n previous 
mother, ever faithful and true, to the realms of perfect 
love and glory, prepared by Him who died that I may 
live for Over. 1 shall soon see our sweet little Willie, 
and enjoy the blissful vision of which you have so often 
told me, and of which we have sung together. Yes, 
there is indeed a happy Imid, far, far aWny. l)o nut 
allow grief for my early death to binder you in your 
good work, my mother. I dreamed ouce that every saint 
has a spirit redeemed from earth, and an angel atieuding 
tho path of life. Oh, if it be so, 1 may hope still to i 
bo near, to cheer you amidst life’s varied path. I am 
loavlug a very beautiful world, where there ie much to 
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adaiiro aud lovo; but I goMbcrc all iu light and joy and 
perfectnwjB—wliero tool’s slisdl be wipod from every eye. 
My mother, weep not for me. Now kiss me, dearest 
mutiicr, and smooth my pillow; I am very tired, and 
would go to sleep.” 

Mrs. arbuvton hud suuk ou her kuees at the bed-side 
of her dying child, overwhelmed by the conflict of joy 
and sorrow. Baisiug her tearful Ihco from lier hands, 
sho cvelaimcd, with earnestness, ” I tLank tliee, 0 my 
Father, for this blessed coufessiou of faith*—help mo now 
to do and to suflier all thy riglitcoas w ill 1” The heart- 
stricken mother imprinted a kins of love on the brow of 
her dying child, on which the damps of death were &st 
gathering. “ Coll them all, dearest mother,” said Annie, 
in a faint wiiispcr. Xlio bell waa rung, and tho whole 
family stood round the bod of death, to witnobs how joy¬ 
ously the passing spirit could leave its tenement of olay. 

“ My eyes are dim now,’^ tho lovely girl said, in s 
feeble voice, it is tb^ darkness of the valley of death, 
but there is light beyond, and Jesus is leading me to it.” 
Then, pressing her mother’s hand with all her remaining 
strength, she whispered in broken accents,—“ There—is 
—no night—^thoro. I shall—meet- • you—in—heaven.” 
A slight convulsive movement of the beautifully-sculp- 
turod face, and all was bushed. Annie Warburton slept 
to wake in heaven. 

f 

" Wild Hfis's dismayujg slniggle o’er, 

Tho wcuriod »iiinl weeps no more, 

'Bat wears the eternal smile of joy, 

Tasting hlifcs witlioict alloy; 

'Welcomed to dio h( 4 )py bowers, 

Whore no passing temjiost loweis, 

Whore the cl)onil‘beni])h ch<»ir 
Strike to ]vni,o the liurmonious lyie. 

And th<* spirit sinks to rose. 

J^dled by disUiut ‘•ytnphoni .8 



. 152 . 
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(Ml! to thiii( of liierr 

Tbs fricndb wIiom* graves reoeived our leti^ 

The iDothfr iuved—tbo cljtld udorud— 

To uor hearts restoicd, 

And all tiu- ,{o,> s whioli death did aoror. 

G-ivexi lo ua again for erei.” 

(leotlf tlwy Bmootbod Aume'fi boautiful treuttoii, and 
Iblded grave-clotboti uound her delicato form, while 
iho weeping family slowly departed from the room of 
(lestl), feeling that a golden chaiu had been broken, to 
he joiued no more on tho sUoree of time. 

Hoay mother 1*~*b11ow us to wbiaper &' word in youi- 
uar. Oh, treasure it in your heart, yesily, futhfal 
inolhcRs have part of their roward iu thi* lifr, but tho 
eoDturamatioD of tiwir Uiea ihoU bo on the gn^ac day of 
^horit^. 

(Wo shall ho^. ere lon^, to ace Aimio WarburioQ.‘s 
dusk opanoii.) 


SUJTBAY WQBK. 


A -^owa Bngiiahmnn,' in one of tbo colonies of Mouth 
America, opened a store in a neighbourhood of great 
moral di^yadattod, nud where no regard was itaid to tho 
Sabbath. He resolved lo carry out the principles iu 
which he had been traiuod iu bis faiheriaud, of never 
iraosacting any coamioreud t'oncvms on that day. 01 
course this was a subject of ridicule to the ungodly 
around him, especially the military, many of whom were 
stationed in ^ose parts. Two young officers coutrived 
a slntagem, by wiiich they felt euro they should soou 
put to flight '\i‘hat appeared to them to be cant and hypo¬ 
crisy. On tbo fallowing fiauday, thoy‘kuockod at the 
door of the young mau’a store, ond, after ipologislug for 
intruding on that day, and stating that it was ^uiie a 
fme of neeeBjlt^, begged he would oblige them by letting 
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them have the arbiclos they wanted. To bid praiMi 
young man was Crm to bia purpose, and lold them it 
was a rule, which ho could not depart from under any 
uircuTuatanoes, that he Troiild noror cuter into >flay 
husineas tmasactions on tho Sabbath. 

“ Then,” r^iod the*}*, with a haught)’ air, “ alnco you 
ivuiiiot favour us in such a tc^e, wo uaust go to those 
who will. If you will do this ^ibr us nowil we have a 
largo order from our r^inest for you to-morrow. How¬ 
ever, if jou don’t earo for yoar own intfrest, of course it 
is no coaceru of oun, but wo hoped to Imw been able to 
servo you.” “^o,” repliad the young man, “1 cannot." 
With an air of high oficnee, 'the two oiEVCrs -walked 
away. The noxt morning, who should appear at the 
atore but the very aamo gentlemen, one of whom, going 
up to the young iwui, smd, “ Well, Air. ——, so you 
atood your ground. Tou ore a bmro fallow, and wo’vo 
brought you tho order we throatenod to withhold from 
you. Do you know that was a trick wo {dayed off yester¬ 
day, just to see what stuff you were made of." 

You Diuy jOiRgine what the feolingsof that young man 
were, uiid \\ hat they wonld have been had hr hccoam 
tlie dupe of their unprincipled cuuduct. T ought to 
have added that plan appeared more likely to suo- 

oeed from the fact of Mr.-being a strauger in the 

{dace, without property, and just eutering into iifewith 
a delicate young wUc depondont upon him. 


" NOT A IMINUTB TO SPADE.” 

Xiis dock hod j,uat struek nine. The fatnUy are just 
rising from tlie bcMkiaat teblo. Aring at the door-buUI 
A aervaut entera* "Sir,ayoung na}i, hlr. A.’a clerk, 
has oallcd, and hopes you wULnot be uffeuded, but would 
fuel particularly obligod.if you oould settle his aeeouat. 
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H« called twice laat week. 13o would not trouble you 
if it were not a case of necosalty.” " Secoasity or no 
necessity, I have not out* ninnie to spare,” n>plu*d the 
gentleman, wllli a shrug of his shoxUders, whilst giving 
the last pull to bis great coat as he was putting it on. 
*‘ 1 am going by the next train, so bid him call again.” 
The clerk turned sorrowfully away from the house. He 
knew thai, on the payment of that money, his oinployer’s 
tiuTilinuance in busin^M depended, and eouscquently his 
owQ dismissal was involved in thia rofasal. 

!Mr. A.’s family was large, his receipts were suiall, 
and, in reliance on this sum, he had proimiscd to meet n 
heavy bill Clmt day. He was now uuablo to do so, The 
traveller to whom he owed it w'as a hasty, harsh>juJging 
man. Hr. A. could expect to find no favour, nor did he. 
Here, then, was a whole hotisebold, besides those in their 
employ, tlu'own into distress by that &t(il scntcucu— 
”1 Lsno not a minute to spare.” They were in the 
custom of having family prayer, aud of readiug daily 
from that word where it is written, “ Owe no man any> 
thing.” This gentleman’s wifo, an hour after her huB> 
bond’s departure, was stopped, as she was leaving the 
parlour, by her maid, who said, Tbero is a poor woman 
who wishes to 800 you.” “Who ip she? What is 
shef” “1 don’t know, ma'am; but she 2 )arlieularly 
wishes to see you.” “Tell her I can’t possibly see hor 
now. 1 have not a minate to spare. My children 
are waiting for me in the nursery.” “Alas!” thought 
the poor woman, “ 1, too, have children. It is for my 
child I want to sco her.” She went hcart>hrakcn Irom 
that door. 

The next day that lady heard that the poor woman 
who had called upon hor the day before had lost her 
child, and that the doctor had said the* child’s life, to all 
appearance, might have been saved had she used the means 
prescribed; but that mother could not—sbo had spent 
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lior last BhUIing; and ihia was licr lost application ol' 
three calls #he had made, and from each house <eho had 
been turued away with words to the some effect. Is 
it, cau it be, that a child must ho left to die, and a 
mother’s feelings to wither, and by one, too, ‘uho so tax 
professes the Christian religion as to read the Bible in 
her family ?—that Bible wherein it is written, “ Say not 
unto* thy neighbour, Go, and eomo again, and to-mor¬ 
row I will -give, wbon thou hast it by thee.” 

This lady had the habit of giring peoph‘ the trouble 
of ualling twice, when onoc would hare bufilcod. She 
would not puf herself out of the way in order to mi'ot 
the convenionco of othors. In setting too High u Viilue 
on heu- own time, sho forgot that the time of others wob 
of equal and often of greater ralue. 'Whilst she was 
finishing a chapter in pome intorosting book, a p.-vttern 
in needlework, or u note slio was writing, sht‘ would 
keep a dresbiuaker waiting, or send away a tradebmon’s 
serraul, forgetting that to them '*Tuno is money,” nay, 
their very bread. 

The above is from an interesting little work, bearing 
the title wc have placed at the hood of tliis article. 

A MISSIONARY STORY. 

tMOB^HbEATo tlie palm troes' shade n, 
la a sc-hool-room far away, 

ilauy litlle hnsthen children 
Mot a fcbtal (lay. 

'Twas a time of groat rgoicbig. 

To tbosa girls of stvblo buu: 

For around tiieir bpucious bcbool-ronm 
VriMs gay were ^Uuced in vloa. 

There were hounoU, hooka, and kcrcUiof'*, 

Broflsos. toe, so neat mid (hir; 

Many an eye witli pleasure gleuinUig, ' 

Many a troiiibUng liciut was llicrc. 
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Sdod th^ wero diviUodi 

* Vor th^oQBwm woll waro giteii; 

Tliaa thay witf tha psaiac aC 

High at God^ right baud in liearra. 

Many a moUior ataod and liitaued^ 

While her t^oatrith tears waendan; 
ViliQtx bite Ucatd bar childfoii*a yeioea 
Miiigluig m ill at suJoxbu hymn. 

But ons motbar stood not wiUi 
From she sat apart ; 

Hid her ikoa tu deepaftt swiroar^ 

Woepiug with a brokon liuart. . 

U]»i^uc rose* in Umt a^mbly, 

Aiul hcj* voice was loUd iuid alrong* 

** Tell iue» traoliar^^CAraiioi^ teachers 
Why havo yc drlayoil ao long ? 

Had ye come a few years N)oner, 
CluUrfH ufine had sung dial strain; 

And iny lioart had throbbed t\ith gladness 
It can never know ngaui. 

** X was wretohed, poor, end friomUoHts 
And my girls 1 wiahed U* have 
From their inotlier h rlrearirti] {K^rtiou, 

So 1 found thoui each a grave. 

With tbcBo hnndb niy habc^ \ murderod, 
Laid them lUl befioath the hud; 

Why, ah why was 1 a luothrr, 

. Lru 1 knew the Cbristiau's (rod?** 

Vainly strove her frieods to sootli her, 
In her lone and wrokuhed lot: 

Still ciicd, in bitter angiiii^b, 

** Woe is mal my babes are not.** 

Little, Lap^ty, Kuglish daughter, 
Sltdn^ijbQ ihy luoUier's knoo; 

Listeuing as she telU of Jeeus, 

^yhat uill Ood require of ik4C t 
Oxford. 


Msat, 
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A GOOD DiAMPLB. 

To tliC EilUor ^ -The 'Molheti 

Omau Madam, is, rndtsil, loved Kj inaxqr 
^rmihers. It in pleasant, in iliie fmr over»eiM]i>(.'d Lotidou, to 
lihd m rantih 4impl<* Qinilitnlty iu so email d <'imipnHs, andeo 
; aud erpecially to lead all direrr to the Saviour, 

r svivli i wfLH not ho t>oor a schoolmasteri 1 aoiJd eontmually 
U'>o thiNn aa a class'book; and I feel 1 oould moit' ou'^ily lead 
my pun^jiu und tlivir femiUoa to Jc^vus. After much jier^evo 
ranc<* m rcqurstiDg the boys uud girU oitluT \o tciul thorn oi 
c^et tbein road at home, the lollowiiig aro annn^g Ihe^uii'^wors 
10 the ^mstioob l^harv pah to thetn, whotj I hate iound they 
liafo boon ivad. •• Plrav>, Sir, mother Ba)t» ahe 11 see nhout it; 
ifi^ho I'oiild afford it. aho wobM take it ovcr\’ mi^utJi; uN a 
wry i«Tit) book/' Tliie formaa lai*gHdiiMi»f the nmwera I 
luTo n^n«ired. aud I belie^v a littfo outlay might vrxm meat 
each Huuh. Another aaid. Uy brother road )i all through; 
he aa}^ it ie veiy pretty, and you let hini have two every 

iQondj. until he has ^em nil ? Tide 1 hf^rr done. Another, 

My father eeysl may take H overy rnonth; he hoe rrml it ail 
to mother, and ahe ie^s it m u Tory uioe hiK)lv/’ I have 
done. Auothfr, My mothur has ri lul it all tluougb to father; 
she sayi it l^ a nici* book, hut she csm'l aiford iC 0, how 
iiHieh Imve 1 to dejdoM ensob of this kind, wlieie there are 
loving, kuid mothoni ho willing, hut fathers ate uaisjlllng to 
••pare a low peucc extra to a mother, whose ta*;to nii^iit Ik» iu 
tliu direetiou of a book or Cwo a montli. Slie mey have it if 
^lie cau squeeze it out ofsomo other alloiAaiioe 
Mfjro }>or^ua than oue have aaid, raa<l somo of it to lu) 
inother--^6 oaji*t I'cad ; alia aaid it waa very pin^tty, and 1 may 
have it every month/* Another, ”Mother riMil ii to falher, 
hilt tlioy did uot say 2 woe to bavoit every inoiiUt ud.*" If I 
Kiipjdy it regularly, I beKevahiy preening it 1 oould oven* 
tually got {>aid» Ailodiar, ** Plousd$ ftir, mother s bln* likea 
tlicui imoks very muoli, and will you and h<r wo ev^ 
mouth T And mauy otTior atiawere noaiiy of tlie same import 
Hut QUO refusal to have it at all, eoiDO frotrt a tkudly alinort 
totally inOiUkrent to tiio beatthioge; but 1 siipiihl be glad to 
puraevore more with the young fpeojile tbero. 

13 ut one have I met amongst my paremts who eoemod to 
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koovthe work wdl« and that ^ifAS aSabbatb-scliool toai-lior. ] 
have boon mii'pribod and deHgtUed at.tUe acoouata of iaterest 
and pleasure t^cn iu iu perusal genomlly, oron by pnronb 
who are iiotkuowu to bavo toy friendship with Jusus. WLk. 
you sent nio I hare u-^od; 1 am ashamed to usk for more 
Could I do as I wish, I could do much to extend llio know 
ledge of the ‘‘f'rievd;" anti I have done a little, and stil 
furlljt'r. X hope to Utb to see a Mother’s Asaociution rouli/.ed h 
our fccliuols, 

1 atn, gratei'uUy yours, 

0 'I. K. 


BtETH-DAY PETITIONS. 

M\* vrAU Madam,—T he eucloeed luieei woitj wiltteu hy m} 
late dear eibtcr, wUo> a daughtoi, wifi% aad iiiathcr, wus n 
l^attcm of Chrietian excoUeaoe aod cousi^tont pietf. Jlor 
beloved children were all takoo before her, cxeupt one, who h 
uuw adorning hib profession by a holy walk aud couTcrhatiout 
1 thought tlie hiibjoct wab admirably adapted for our excoUenl 
Friend.'* Wi^hiilg you tfa# Wat ^ ble^singa* 

I am, dear Madam, 

Yours very slnecn^lj, 

U. J i \ 

liy a Jlother vAo yone in i7te Maud. 

t ask theo, gracious God, to bless 
My fiarinerio this vale of tears; 

MsyJcbus* strength aud rightcousuc^ 
lie aU hlsliope through afl liis yeiirn. 

May my fair^l be ouwai'd lod, 

Id the sweet path of prayer aud faith, 

Wi^i heavenly grace her soul be fed, 

And peace het comfort in her death. 

And <ib t I ask not golden store 
^or tho dear l>oy that eluinis'my love; 

Bnt {ray the Spirit’s quickening power, 

Tc fix his best desu^ above. 
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May my deiir parent*, who liiWl taught 
My infant tu speak thy name, 

Be yrt refrcaliod by wondens wrought 
Tbiough faith in Clin^t, tho atoning Lamb. 

And tlptre Ate others near mj iiOAit, 
tfl'lic iiuuiiq who in otu <irele moot: 

Oh ’ may theq ehoo^ " tho heltev part," 

Tii.<uliug the woiid with eautious feet 

Aiulotliera, toO. I eau’l foiget, 

Mj Inollici’-- and my sntjm dour. 

Oh 1 may their heaiU on Cliubt he set, 

And ai\ jhcu best afibi^us thne 

Mid, Iml, T a^k that / iua> gtot> 

In the sweet meekness ot my land; 

Mav all (Its gicel suUaliou kuon. 

And lire, olndieut to Ills wuid 

!•:. \V M 

Tjii: T>nife Eor and tiie vioeets. 

A LiTTxn PufTorer lay in a high, dreary garret, and the 
acamo ahoto Ins IiL*ad, and on every side, were black and 
foul, llis cheeks were scarlet with the llubh of fever, 
.I'td (lie unuaiiinil light of hia eyes dashed, in the dim* 
nos of tho coming eveniifg. like a diamond on ils gloomy 
bed of anthraeits. Something told the child 1 hut death 
w as bu'fy with his heart. It might have been on angel, 
for angels gather in bands around tlie dcppi&od eoiieli of 
poverty. “Mother," ho whispered, and a pale bent 
woman knelt beside him, “is there one blow now F 
Look! look!” For ihe twentieth time the sickl) woman 
lifted the tiny box of violets, and the blood rushed Joher 
uice as she bohehl one little bitd drooping, just begiu- 
niug to unfold. Sbe carried it to tho child, almost an 
m&nt, and a siuil^ lighted up bis inuoeont features. 
“Put it down, mother, where X can look at it until I 
die.” 
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Y^ith a wild 8ob^ poor widow placed it upon hia 
pillow, and watrbed bis glassy eyes eagorly, as they 
watebed tlio flower. Hours passed, the brow grew 
whiter, the fingers that slio clasped were now clammy, 
tbe round lip'^ that bad so often called her mother wore 
purple, f.iduig into n blueisK white, and Ircrilulous ns 
though the failing voice struggled for ntleraacc. She 
placed her car idosc lo his liUle face, and beard him die- 
tincfly utter, “ Oo«)d-bye, mother, tiiko good care of my 
violets.” After Iho rough coffin was carried owoy and 
covered with tho mould, w’bile her worn tiogel's were 
nervously stitcluug on the <IUpaid>fof' garment, that 
mother could see a vision of her oar1y>buriod child, in 
the pure white robes of heaven, bending o\er tho ho\ of 
violets. 

FEAGHENTS. FOB SFABE MOMENTS. 

IHTKaBTTT LfS MKHZyOLSSCT. 

Integrity is iho first moral rirtur, bciicvolenoo thi* 
soeond, and pnidonco the third. 'Without the first, tho 
two Uttor cauiiot cxi'it; and without tiu' t'Ao {brracr, tho 
l4ttor would be oiWu usedosa. 

NOTICES or BOOKS. 

SfoMe l'> Soman Jfuiorg. liOiuUm: BarUng* 

JL vary us<>'ul ^rhool Louk. 

JArtmr qf P, JI (3o49e* ijondoa. Nisbet and Co. 

h. deeply itU el citing qlliopsc ci a roy lovclj^ and meful ChtisiUTt 
—qiM mwod tuotiton. 

J\ah and C&Udrfn^ Loudon * HaTnlli^ and Co* 

Wo cord^illj* lOJonRUand tbli very nsofbl hook to motbem and 
tcscluns. 

!P]ia Mcnihl^ Sapor of i3i« Sort rig for Oto/ProUrlMn <f 

1 , 28 , New BoTid-ctreoi. 

We ecrnestIWeutmft ill who feel for tlioae to peneb’' 

tend i helpuig l^nd to tid^exc^eut Society* 
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THE GLEAmiS, 


'*And lie that mi on cloud thrust in his ndile on tbe €nrth; 

and the earth was rcai>6d/’ 

Ah, there they are again, the cit>wd of anxious 
gleonerB—up car]/ and late to gather the bread of thia 
life, many of them oming little or nothing about the 
bread of eternal life. Hovr close they press to the gate, 
waiting for the sheaf of corn standing in the middle of 
the field to be removed. Tlie farmer will be there at 
eight o’clock 5 then how eagerly will they all rush in to 
gather the suattdVeil ears of the precious com. 

llow much of character may we read, wh3o'’^ watch 
tho movements of these industrioas gleauers! 'rhere is 
old Nelly Brown—everybody knows ber to be a selfish 
mortal'—she dares to break the rules and climb the 
gate. Now she sits just inside, stretching her long bony 
arms as far as slio possibly can, to gather the wheat 
nitliin her reach, plucking the cars from tho straw that 
they may take less room and make less show, thrusting 
them tjuickly into tho ample pockets of her apron. Ndly 
never tells liow much she gleans; nh no, it is always 
“little ” with her. Now, Nelly, that’s not liiir,” says 
little M!ary Ley; “you ought not to got in there before 
US; wc should all shai*e and shore alike.” “You go 
along, you little hussey,” said tho cross old womau; 
“don’t you see I’m only resting myself?” “Fie, fie, 
Nelly, you ni-o acting a lie, as luy mother would say.” 

Ah, tliere tlio farmer comes !• They are all in now,— 
let us look on. There is Betty Steel, a disconteaited, 
grasping woman; she runs off tlirougb tho whole length 
and breadth of tho field, gathering itp here and there 
some of tho best-looking oare, grumbling tliat tho 
reapers did not laavo more, and do their work loss 
cleverly—hinting, too, that tbe wind from Leaven luig^t 
have “blown up a bit” to send the sheaves about. 

TOt. X. K 
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THE OUUHEB8. 


How different Is the character of lira. Speedwell! 
There she is—pick, pick, pick—one liand resting on her 
hag full of ears, and the other gathering aa fabt as a hen 
pecks grains. She began at the gate, and she wallvs on and 
on, steadily and (juietly, neither heeding the idle gossi])- 
ping around her, nor the grumblers of Iho village. A}e, 
aye, wc shall And at the end of the day that Mrs. 
Spei'dwcU has twice as much corn ns tho selOsh or tliu 
grumbling woman. 

But how is it that Jano Smith has so buinll a heap by 
her side? Ob, sjie has been so busy, talking of ihe 
fiiults of her ncEt<door neighbour, that she forgot the 
fields Soon be gleaned by other hands, auil that 
harrcat-tiino is only once a year. Yet she wonders she 
has always less than anybody, and fancies that ol'ier 
women are apt to boast that they may get a little praise 
from their luiabnuds. Alas! does she noc Know that 
husbands, gcncraHy, too often find fault ratluT than 
praise! 

But there is a mother yonder, t Aking loud and looking 

furious boxing her children’s cars, too, this eharriiing 

hai^'pst weather. "What ran bo tho juatlor? Surolv this 

• 

should boa tim** of joy. Why are the pour little elnldren 
made to cry in the harvoot field. Jiisteu! we shall hear. 
“Go to your work, jou la/y, good-for-nothing thing,” 
says the mother to a fat, sauc^-looking girl. “I’mtired, 
and I sha’nt.” Ah, oh, we can see very well now, that 
mother has allowed her children to hate their own wfu 
too long, and now they will not do her bidding. Well, 
she is ouly reaj.iugwhat she has been mowing the list teu 
years. 

Oh dear, dear, there is ])Oor Janet Mayfield. 'J’inic 
w.as when she did not nwd to glean for a loaf. A kind 
husband and a happy homo weie luj^, hut u blight caiiic 
u\d took all away, and stern poverty semis her amoii^' 
the gleaners} but she looks happy. Tes, yes, wo have 
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got it—she is thinking of “ harvest homeshe is waiting 
patiently for a call up to the mansion. With her joyous 
expectations for the future she can afibni to fare scantily 
here, for she is preparing to live where they shall hunger 
no more, neither thirst any more; neither shall the sun 
light on them, nor any heat. 

But who is that slender, delicate-looking girl,that seems 
to stoop with pain, and keeps alone f~Tbere are always 
some moimncrs in the gleaning field. That is Sally 
Fairbrook. Time was when she accompanied a tender, 
loving mother into the harvest field; but that dear one 


is in the grave now^ and Sally gleans weoping as she 
goes. Ouo short year has buried all 
hopes. 

How varied arc the characters and the feelings of the 
gleaners! Like the wheat and the tares they grow 
together till the great harvest day, when tbe command 
shall bo given, “Thrust in thy sharp sickle:” then the 
angel shall reap the earth. Mother! where will you be 
then ? Among tbe wheat or the tares ? Are you sure 
that active body of yours shall not share a comer of some 
grave-yard when the merry gleaners go into the fields 
next year ? Ah, you cannot tell. Are you prepared for 
the great harvest-day at the eud of the world, when you 
sliall SCO the angels come as reapers, to gather the wheat 
into God’s gamer, and bind the tares in bundles, to be 
cast into the fire unquenchable ? Make baste to the 
Cross, that you may bo mode ready: there is no time for 
delay. 


her earthTy joys and 


ANNIE WAEBURTON’S DESK OPENED. 

Two or three weeks after Annie Warburton’s death, 
her mother resolved to open her desk, hoping to read 
there something more of the heart of her precious child. 
With trembling hands and a beating heart she opened 
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the iittlo treMurj, whi^ iiad been locked by the be&d 
now ttOttldenDg under the <dodB of the ralicy-—lifting a 
portikm oi* note paper, she ohscired a sealed lott», 
addreased mj/ e^er-preeioM Mrs. War- 

barton felt it was in truth a letter from the dead to the 
Uving; she trembled violently, and her team flowed so 
fast she was obliged for some time to sit quite still 
ere she could break the seal; M*hen she became calm 
enough to do eo, she read aa follows:— 

•'Mr nuLovED Motheii,— AVlicn tluh meets yom* eje Iho 
haiid tliHt ti'sx*^ it will l>e moflcmless iu the gm^o; but the 
spirit Uiut dictates will, I hope and JicUrnre, 1 h* atncmg the 
redetm£<^if tl»e Iiapjiy land, far, far away. You will some* 
tunes think of your Annie, and your precious little Willie, saio 
above all the htoims of eanh. I know not how it nrsy hr 
when X come to die; 1 iHUfttl to tell you bomethmg o( my 
hoi>f8, but lest the strange lore of silrufC, which T Imre lelt all 
my life, should bsal my )ii>8 as T deecond to the gnire, X loavo 
you thib momoi*andwm for your comfort. Accept nn llisnks, my 
preoioufi njcthoi', for all yom care of me, bcnlv luul mind, Irani 
my earliest lutiincy to the present momout 0 ^ J lui\e iV It it 
hcb boon Q Idcssc^ thing to bare a pions, oonsistont mother. 
1 do not i'omrmbcr thr time when 1 did not wuteli yom ovciy 
movement, Ui ascertain whether your tcmdiing and your oondnet 
oorreeponded with my liible; but t always camo to tbo comdu- 
doD that my mol her was s holy woman, and long aqo, even in 
jyty crib, I ]>raycd the piayor—‘ Uako nu* like my mother.' Of 
late, mdeed, my heart hub ask««d to bo hko desus, but (*von this 
desii^o xnudt bo traced hack to your eaidy tcocliiug, combini'd 
w'ith the ifiiluences of tlie Ibdy Spiril. 

♦•0 my mother t sins of omission and cominission bH\c 
pressed very heavily on uiy heart; imd often, when yonha>e 
looked &Ji\ioas1y into my face, and S]ioken gentle wonls in 
your own Joring way, I ha>e felt tlio words almost liuttcniu^ 
on my lijis iliat would have rovealed the hidden stHTOts of my 
nxind; but this is all past, my moUicr dear. T truet I can now 
aay with a good hope, tln^rngh grace, that J am washed in tfu' 
hlood of *resiw, having all my suis forgiven: and aa u thtal 
diseaso has marked me t(tt its pT^y, I Owrt I shell be eancti/icd 
and meetenad la be made an ijiheritor amoug Uio just made 
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lioifocl, .md wlieo tlic time oonies tLat bhaU cell }ou, my 
uiot]i«‘i. tu fiiiisli your useful ooiirse ou eaj'tli. I trust I may bo 
peiunlted to bo autoog tbo runvoy of angels who shall welcome 
jou to your etemtd home 

“l)oul>tlesK \ou had hojied, iny dear luotber, that I might 
}m\e been a comfort to you ns you dohocuded the bill of life; 
hut Nou remeinlicr the luic» you have often liked me to sing 
:iu(1 phty to you, * lie doetU all tliii^ well.’ May those dear 
'me^«bo umtiio luove jour comfort and joy .%nd may the dear 
Saviiuii spenk his own poace to your atioetiouatu heart, when 
>oui loving Aniiio has passed nway from earth " 

Art's. Warhurton remained with streaming eyes gazing 
upon the last sentence, wishing the letter had been ton 
times as long j then lifting her heart in grtVill...io to her 
Heavenly Father, for the reward Heliad kindly given 
her e\en in this life, aho replaced the letter in the desk, 
and feeling unequal to examine farther into the precious 
treabures, she locked up the desk for that eveniug, saying 
— “ Early impressions last for oyot.” 

THE STOEX OF A FLOAVEE. ' 

Matt. Vi. 30. 

TV’alkttto lately in avillage gaj'don, our attention was 
allractoil to a phint wliich was so thoroughly covered 
with Hue, white, silky down, tluit tho green of tbo leaves 
and stem could scarcely be seen. This unusual protection 
undiT a duly sun made me inquire tlio name and uses of 
tho plant. Tho result brought me another instance of 
the cver-watchful, novcr-lmliug care of G-od over all his 
works. It was the “"WoDUy Woundwort,” a native of 
the cold and barren steppes of Siberia, po.<ises8ii)g iu its 
juices the property of healing wounds and staying blood. 

The profusion of downy covering, thoreforo, was the 
aliiold. against tbs snows and northern blasts ; aud even 
in 1 hat inhospitable region, whoro the exiles of Euasia 
pine in solitude, or gain a dangerous living from bunting 
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vild nnimals—cron tlicre is a bealing plant. I noticed, 
too, that ike do^rn ww tbo thickest and sq/lest round the 
luds» 1 thought of llatt. x%'iii. 11. This subject sug¬ 
gested the following lines 

Flower of the Xurtb, whose downy vobt 
Attracted firbt my ciu'oIpss rye, 

Prontpiipg tlie ijurstion, why thus dressed 
Benoath a glowing sutiiincr sky ? 

Bom amidst xvild Sihcruui snows, 

Vet gifted wit!) a healnig power; 

All! ^ell tlie lonely exile knows 
Tliy friendly blossom, gentle flower. 

Tliose ehilling snows and ni^pd blasts 
Might kill theo with Ihcir iLUgrj hewn. 

Therefore JehoTub round thoo cast^ 

Thib relTot robe of silken down. 

Heart*stricken niounier ^ in Ujine hour 
Of dai’kest, dee^iost misery, 

Ix'ain from tins iono 8i lion an flower 
^ ^Diy Ood bUU watehos oyer time. 

Around thee, tliotigh tliou seobt it not, 

Dark ns thy bky may bceui above, 

ilarreii though be Uiiiio earthly lot, 

Xb cast the of llts ha 

Ta. S. T. 

THE SAILOK BOY AND HIS MOTHEE.-No. !!• 

Tuz! long, long voyage was at last completed. In 
safety, and ^Ith great success, George was returned to 
bis home mid bis foud parents. His father met him on 
the wharf, and his cheerful countenance reveled the fact 
that all were well whom he loved. *‘I must hurry to 

w 

my mother,” were George’s words, as an old acqumnt- 
anco grasped his hand with an earnest welcome. That 
dear mother awaited him in the little room, where she 
spent the evening with him just before he sailed. She 
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heard a step. She knew it was her husband. He paused. 
She heard another advancing toward her. She knew 
that also, though it had not echoed along that hall for 
years. Sho longed to fly to him; but all strength for¬ 
sook her, and she sank insensible just as a manly arm 
cncirdod her, and a manly voice pronounced the name of 
• “ mother.” 

Evening came. The moon again looked down upon 
mother and son, seated nem* the same window. “ How 
glad I am that you never forgot your promise to mo, my 
hoy! ” wcTO the words of his mother. “ Yes, mother, I 
was faithful to my promise; and it was hy lcl^^«thus 
faithful that I found my Saviour. 1 remembered your 
instructious, } our prayers and tchrs for my conversion; 
and I felt that, in fulCUing my promise to you, I could 
do no butter Lliau to ask the aid of Divine grace to moke 
me a true Christian. Your teachings and esan)plc, my 
mother, have won roo toClnist.” Ob! how that mother’s 
heart then throbbed for joy. She bent forward, parted 
the dork clubtcrcd curls upon his brow, and pressed her 
lips to the fair forehead. “Your face is bronzed, my 
sou, ns I expected it w'ould bo; and this dork hair upon 
your vhceks renunds mo that you are no longer a boy; 
but your forehead is the same, aud your heart as pure as 
this fair brow. God be thanked, George, fur all the joy 
you have given me in returning thus. My dearest wish 
is accomplished iu seeing you a child of God. 1 caro 
not for nuy earthly changes (though, sometimes, maternal 
fondness would ask for your iuflmtilo loveliness back 
again), so long as you still lore your mother, aud Iiaro 
learned to love your God. I am well repaid in your 
conversion for all my oiforts iu your behalf.” 

George OToved himself a faithful “soldier of the cross,” 
and fulfiUePhis parents’ highest expectations; and never 
did ho cease to love his mother for her fidelity to hia 
immortal interests. Mothers, be true to your children’s 

k2 
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liigheet interoBte. Ood helping you, there vill come an 
hour when vou shall feel amply repaid for all your toil 
and suffering in their behalf, as they stand by your side 
on earth, true followers of Jesus, battling ever for the 
right, and finally sit down by your side at “ the marriage 
supper of the lUirab,” wearing the crown of rictoiy. 


PEATER OP A DYING- MOTHER ANSWERED 
IN THE CONVERSION OP HER SON. 

CnlTH.ES 8., when iu health ami streuglh, mnuifeBted 
great indilTeronee abo^it his spiritual w'elfarp; bid when 
laid aside by sickness was led to see the folly of sin, 
and brought as an humble pcnil«*n1 to tho feet of Jesus, 
seeking His pardoning mercy and fovonr, a knowledge 
of which ho obtained through bclie\Ing; ufter which he 
would say— 

“Thou, Clnist. jit all I waul, 

?luiO tb.ni all in tlie*-1 find'' 

His pains wore groat, but his conlidoDec in lus SaviDiu* 
was greater. A week before he died he told me what 
A (lisliko he had at tirst to iny visits; but that ho lum 
looked forward to them with pleasui'C, as tlu'y were 
seasons of refreshincut to his soul. 51 ore timu once he 
said to me, after having read aud conversed with lilin, 
*‘irow do you know? "Who ni.ido you so wise?” 
Latterly, however, his eouversalion was very difieix'nt; 
and ho would say, with deep emotion of soul, and an eje 
sparhling with heavenly hope and confidence, nol 
I a brand plucked from the bumiug ?” 

“ EVr since by faitli I snw^Uie sUrenm 
!I’hy ikiniog wound-. vopjOy, 

Eedeeming love has l>ocn my tlicnie, 

And shall bo till I die.” 
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Muny Chriatiao. friends %i8iied hiio, imd regarded it 
as a privilege to be in the company of one who evidently 
was fast ripening for eternity. In his conversion the 
many prayers of a pious mother, whose spirit, 1 doubt 
not, is before tbo throne uf God, are answered by a 
prayer-hoaring and a prayer-answering God. Just be¬ 
fore he (lied he looked at his sister, who was standing 

4 

by the bedside, and said—“ I am going, going home. Do 
yon think there will be any particular clinnge in me ?” 
Ills bister then inquired if he were afraid to die. Ilia 
n’pl;^ >vaB,'“]Vp! Tliough J walk through the valley of 
llic shadow of death I will fear no evil, for^tl’'"' ^rt with 
me; thy rod and thy stufl’ they comfort me. I am 
leaning on Christ, the Kouk of my salvation;” and soon 
after fell asleep in Josus, without a struggle. 

1*. J. S., Hhion jUlsnionary. 


THE MISTAKEN FATUKU.—No. II. 

At tlio end of tho couversation given in our last, tho 
young man’s father came to the other side of tlie shop. 
1 said, “ I’m talking to jour sou about his future pros- 
j)ccts.” “Ah, yir,” he said ui a severe tone, “that is a 
matter no'ro at variance aboui. I have had three oppor¬ 
tunities for him, but he lias refused them all, and if ho 
'waiils to hang on with mo in an idle way he’s mistaken.” 
“Dear father,” said tho young man, “only provide mo 
an honest way of getting my livelihood, where f can 
serve God and my master, and you shall ace J want no 
idleness.” “It’s such a stupid way of talking ho has 
got, as if he could nut servo hie uiastoc Qs his 
ma-iter, and servo God as other people do. Ho 
may say his praters nigjit and morning, and thore’a 
Sunday fur churcU-goiug, os if ho could not take caro of 
his soul like other people. 1 tell you,” continued the 
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fisher, ihat if you persist in refdsmg to accept this 
offer, you may turn out and shift for yourself." " Father, 
I own 1 should feel it hard, hut 1 can submit to that in 
obedience to your will, thoitgh I cannot, I must not 
submit to the other condition. Oh, Sir!" he said, 
appealing to me in an accent of heart-rending distress, 
" what would 1 g^re that my father could see my true 
reason for seeming to slight bis kindness." "I’ll tell 
you what, John, if it was not the same in ererything, I 
should think you 'kad some good reasons for this; but 
since it’s in everything, I know it’s your - bad, obstinate 
tempcr^i^I- can’t make him feel, Sir." 

That he felt now was too evident, for taking his hand¬ 
kerchief out of his pocket he hastened from the shop. 

"Now; you se©. Sir,” said the father, "that’s always 
the end, and I can make no more of him than that." 
" But you are well acquainted with his roasons, it seems." 
"His reasons, Sir, you see, arc such reasons as if he 
would make a religion of his own, and tell his lather he 

did not know what serving God meant." " 1 thiuk, a 

* 

young man is to be respected for his reasons, if they bear 
upon his duty to God; and you should be very careful 
how you reject them, for they may come from a higher 
source than you suppose. At least, he shows wisdom in 
making his calculation upon ground reaching further 
than temporals. There is a time, when they shall end, 
and eternal things only remain. You are calculating for 
hjs good; you are willing to let him go away from home, 
to be provided for a period beyond the preemf; the differ¬ 
ence is, he makes a longer calculation than you do, and it 
spears to me that his plan has the most wisdom lu it. 
I would advise you to reflect well on the principle which 
operates on your ibp’s mind, and 1 think it appears to be 
a sense of his duty to GK>d." • 

" Perhaps it may be," iepUed the parent, " but his 
duty to God should teach him his duty to his parents." 



sxss^riBfl IK A. IlAKB or ixsHr». 171 

“ Very true, it ahould indoed; l)ut what is to be dome H* 
the parent, for the want of a proper understanding of tin 
truth, should propose anjtlpng contrary to his dofy to 
God ? ” ** I wont nothing, Sir, but his advantage.’* 

" Temporal advantage, eron though it be at the cspeaise 
of eternal advantage, ‘Denjr thyself,’ is the lesson of 
the Lord, and a lesson of the cross, without which he 
cannot follow Jesus. Had you placed him with oto 
master, and another came to him to demand his attend 
tions, which were besides quite of on opposite natuveto 
those in which,he was engaged with the first, a ould yoa 
blame him if horefased the one and held to the other 
“ But what has that to do with this case, Sir ? *' “G%ai 
he is engaged to serve one master, oven the Lord, sod 
you propose to him to servo another, who is contrary to 
the Lord. Blame him not, that he refuses to serre the 
one and adheres to the other. If you havo not the samo 
principles, let him act according to his own, whioli yon 
dare not deny to be right. Seek a master for Kfm wbo 
will himsoif be in tho service of tbe Lord, and then yoa 
will find Ills ready compliance with your will—then you wiB 
understand that whilst he honours you as his father, he 
can obey you in the Lord.” 

B.B.S. 


DAllKNESS IN A LAND OF LIGHT. 

A LiTTLB boy was visiting a lady, a firiend of his paranda; 
A little, restless, chattering fellow was this tiny one; 
fond of asking questions, and communicating dl he 
knew. After his departure, the young servant of the 
lady remarked to hi^, ** That's an odd young gentleian^ 
ma’am.” “Wb/?” “Ob, he told tbe moat dreadfid 
falsehoods that ever could be; quite shocking 1” “Indeed 
what about i”' ” Wliy, ma'am, he said that in the lHbk» 
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Ihcrc* is a ntory that once a in:m TroB thrown into a lion’s 
den, and thej never hurl him a hit! Did yon over hear 
Bucli a dreadful untruth, ma’am ? And this was nt)t the 
worst of it, for he said that once there were three young 
men put into a furnace of lire, heated sevon times hotter 
than ever, and they noicr biimod any! There, ma’oiti, 
is not he a dreadful boy p" 

Mother! when your little maiden goes out into the 
world to seiTe otiiora, will the carry with her the know¬ 
ledge of the Bible,orwill '•he ehargewith falsehood those 
who may apeali truthfully of Ood’a word ? Ah ! we can 
iroa^ne tho sort of home the young bcr\uiii eaiae 
from, and the character of the mother who sent lior 
forth into the world, casting her on the nicrc-y of btrangm b, 
without hope, writliout knowledge, and without a guide 
through (he rough path of life. Al >8! lor her to he in 
darkneab amidst burning and shining light. 'VV'e temple 
not to attribute her bad state to her negligent inolher. 
■Where la that mother now? Wiiei-e that daughler? 
They must meet yet again, when the dreams of life 
are fled. A day is coming that will rcteal bocrelb, and 
whon every one of us ihUBl gi\e an account for uJl the 
deeds done in tho body, and for aJl tho sins of connni^sMoii 
and oviBsroN. 



MOTHER! 1)0 YOU REJAEVJ3 ITJIS? 

Eveut human bosom contains the ctil grain, cien to 
the innocent and lovely babe slumbering bo bwcetl\ on 
itb motlier’s lap. Ouo might not tbiuli. it po»''Iblc 
that iniquity Dhouhl be buided In so fail; a spot. Tiici'e 
it is, nevertheless, oud they whose business it is to till 
pretty gardens must not mistake the case, as wo fear 
they often do, and think it enough to Ceucc tho g.irden 
round and keep all mischief out. It is within, and it' Ibo 
first gei'mbiating passion be nut checked, tlio first 
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budding braucb cut; off, each tendency to i ransgression 
carefiiUy -watched and pruned, without relaxation, -with¬ 
out iiitenniasion, to tho end of life—first by others, and 
subsequently by ourselves—-there needs -no more than 
wbat is already “caet in” to fill the whole human 
nature with corruption. 

Behold the worst cliaracter that ever disgraced the 
eartl), the horror of humanity, and a a cry type of boll, 
and think uhat a gruuth is there sinco tho new-born 
babe drst look Ids mother’s kiss, as slic gazed with 
intcn&C'.t jov upon liis beauty, and gladly blessed bor 
Maker for tho gift. Wc have each own mustard 
seeds, come indeed of those first trees ongfiially, hut 
plai od now within our reach, to gather and to sow, that 
n 0 may reap every man the produce of his own labour, 
and gather a harvest us his work may ho, good grain or 
bad grain, according as wc choose—sparingly or plenti¬ 
fully, oocording as wo sow. And oli, what little, very 
little thingal they seem iuipossiblo to do us cither good 
or harm. So we think tho oarthJy preference that 
brcu1 B tho fir«<t counnambuent, tbo inordinate affection 
iliat h’laivs tho second, the idlu jest that breaks the 
third, the day’s pleaburo that breaks the fourth, the seif- 
will that brinks the filth, tiic angry thought that breidas 
tlie Mxth, Die iuipm'e thought that hreaksthe seventh, the 
unfair ad\ antage that breaks tho cightli, the ciaggoraiing 
whispcj' that breaks the ninth, the di&contcntt'il wish 
that breaks tho tenth—what trifles they arc!—-who sees 
them ?—M ho miuds them ? And yet they are no other 
than the seed of that truiUbearing tree -wliich tbe enemy 
sow ccl in Paradise, cacJi containing in it lolf, as liviug seeds 
are luiown to do, every part and portion of tho plant, 
“'Whosoeverbreaketh tho law mono point is guilty of 
all.” Tho ae4d contains the treo; the one transgression 
comprehends tho prmuiple of«vil, which only wants time 
and opportunity to transgress the wbolo. C. P. 
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DO WHAT YOU CA^T. 

Thubb waB once a farmer who had a large field of com; he 
had ploughed it and planted the grain, and harrowed and 
weeded with great care, as ho depended on the crop for 
the support of his fiimilj. But after he had worked hard, 
he saw the com begin to wither and droop for rain, and he 
began to have fears for his crop. He felt very sad, and 
went ery day to look at his com and see if there was 
any hope of rain. One day, as ho stood looking at tho 
sky, and almost in despair, two little rain'drqps up in the 
clouds ore^hia head saw him, and one said to the 
other, “Look at that poor farmer—I feel sorry for 
him; he liaa taken so much pains with his field of com, 
and now it is all drying up; I wish 1 could do him sumo 
good.” “Yes,” said the other, “but you arc only a 
little Taio'drop—what can you do ? You can’t cron wet 
one hillock.” “ Well,” said the first, “ to be buro I can’t 
do much, but I can cheer the farmer a little, at aoy rate, 
and I am resolved to do my best. I’ll tryI’U go to 
the field to show my good-will, if I con do no more good, 
and so here I go,” and down wont the rain-drop, and 
came pat on the farmer’s nose. “ What’s that ? A raui- 
dropl Where did that come from? 1 do bolicvo wc 
shall have a bhower.” 

The first rain-drop had no sooner started for the field 
.than the second one wiid, “Well, if you arc going, I 
believe I will go too—here J come,” and down dropped the 
on another stalk. By this time a great many rain¬ 
drops had come together, to hear what their companions 
were talking about autl when they saw them going to 
cheer the farmer and water the com, one said, “ If you 
are going on such a good errand. I'll go too,” and down ho 
came. “ And I,” said another; “ And And I,” and 

BO on till a whole shower came. And the corn was 
watered, and it grew and ripened, all because the first 
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little nxiu-drop determined to do wliat it coold. Kercr 
bo dUcouraged, cbiidren, because ^ou can't do modi. Do 
vrliat you can;—angels con do no more-. 

THE JOY THAT ALL MAT SIIAHK. 

** Making other licarts liapjijr should gladden oar owm** 

Wc lill Uavo bittAT grio& ou eartlii 
* We nil have much to licai*; ^ 

Hill, (lii \ \liOVC is oiJC blessed joy, 

That nil who will may almro. 

Wo all may gently ujK^ak to those 
Wlinm God hath btricken bore: 

We all may aooth the widow*b griel, 

Aiid diy Die orphau's tear. 

The privilege of doing good 
Tk not pre^rvod alone 

For augeln in the epirinland, 

Or mouarclis on the throne. 

The Holy One has wiUed that all 
Who tread this darkonod sod, 

Should ever have the power to servo 
Tlicir country aud tlndr God. 

And is not Uiis tlie best of all 
His precious gifts to man? 

Then let us not forgot to do 
*rhe little good we cau. 


"TOO BUST!” 

" Ma, will you teach me a hymn—my littlo hynas^ 1 
moan ? Kurse says she is too busy* Are you too faaqr» 
xna?’’ "Why yes, deor^ I am, just now*. 1 want to 
finish this cufi. Bun away and piny/’ What is « 
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cuff, map” “Cuff! a sleeve, my dear—run away.” 
“ Where sfaaU 1 nm to, DU?” “Anywhere, dear—into 
the garden.” The young mother worked <m very busily, 
and her little Sammy ran through the open door into the 
fixint garden. After some time the little fellow nut 
hastily into the parlour, saying—“ Oh, ma, do come and 
ace a great Uack eheet, and all black people t Wliat is 
it P” “ Oh, I hear the knell,” said Mrs. Lane; “ 1 daro 
aaj it is .a funeral, Willie; poor Miss Lucy is going to 
be buried.” “Buried,ma! What is buried?” “Put 
into a grave, m^ boy.” “Shall I be buried, ma?” 
“ Tes, dear, doubt, some day.” “ Shall I bo put into 
a grave with you, ma?” “No, dear, that is not likelj.” 
“ But, ma, T don't like being put In all>by my own self." 
“Bun away, dear, and jday with your flowers. 1 am 
busy.” 

The dews of evening foil on littb Willio wliilo bis 
mother and hia nurse wore “ too busy ” to attend to 
him: and the next funeral knell that woe hoard in tho 
▼illago where Willie lived, called the mourners to lay tho 
little questioner in the grave, “ all by himself.” lie died 
of inflammation of the cheat, occaaioned by taking cold 
in the gtirdeu when his mother was bu^. Mrs. Lone 
did not Snish her pretty cuffs. She says she uever can, 
for when she looks at them she imaginos she hears a 
sweet gentle little voice saying, “ Ma, will ^ ou teach me 
my little hytan?” Willie does not need an earthly 
teacher now. He luis learned the new song, and sings 
with tho angel host in heaven. 

Young mother, do lay aside your fancy work when 
your precious child claims your attention. Teach li jm 
his hymns when he arics you. Perchance you will not 
have him long to be your pupil. He may ^ up in tho 
sunbright eliuie of the saints ere long,* or your voice may 
be silent, and your little Willie may bear your funeral 
knell. 
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CHILDSEIT# SAYINGS- 
7b tJic E<tiiorqf** Motlierg* FiwtH.^ 

MAi>\M,^Shniild you deem the euclowl little oidrle finite 
l>le ibi the pni76fl of your Taluahle MegAnne its insetdou will 
oblige 

Yours vmj re^oetjrQUy. 

Maugaatt* 


THK CHUEOHYAUD. 

llini hc^urutly may we gather swooi jusiruoliro lessens 
lioui the* htth* c^nes liy whom we itre surmuixdod' A few days 
«Lgo, while couTorslng with a dear little piuitler^f live summers, 
sh(* suild< 111) btoiipcd, 2Uid aftor a niomeut's pause sskI—’^T ho 
(huioh)ard is like God's garden.*' Tlio httls croattire could 
not evi'lshi licrwoide; hut I thought then* was a moo idea 
vou\ 13id lit those words. In the ganlon, tlio poison who tonds 
tlio jK>\»rets when blooming also watcher otit and prcsm*e«i 
tlioin tlirouoli the ])ierciag winter; aud doos not oar hoavoxdy 
Failioi kuidl) watcii over and protect his people ia life and io 
di^ath TT(' w atclics orer the sleeping iufast, and will qiuchen 
and mise il ngam at tlio resurret tion, and with renewed beauty 
and le luvigoiutcd strength shall it rise to all tho glories of 
that nOestial paradise Our hh'ssed I-ord tells us tlio idi'es 
mid t> Ik at grow together nntil hanest and tliea tlto separation 
will takw jilace; so in our gardens, Inrely as they oftcii a)i]*>rar, 
do MP uot frequently boliold s<une weeds growing with the 
finest Howell until the ganb^ner uith his woll-trained eye 
removes them from his wellH^ulUraUHl gordou? Ro lu tl )6 
)esu]ie<'linu will the dust of the wicked l>o 80]>ai'ated from the 
dust oi the righteous. 


IN JIEMOBY OF IIAKT QILBEKTSON- 

Jhed A^mt, 1H5G. 

Nac out hroaka the hailowod calm tliat mgns. 

Sare r^hyrs mournfully sighing, 

Aud tlie low sw(^ rcioe in yonder xocnn, 

Where a little ono is dying. 
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The silror cord in being loosed. 

The heart ie Hcarcely boating. 

And by tlio couch, with bursting heai'L, 

A widowed one bends weeping. 

‘‘Mother/* ^he says, “Pm going homo, 
Home to Uio land of rest ; 

Soon shall tl^is weary, iluUeruig heart 
Jlc stilled on Jesus' breaRb 

“ 1 know youll miss me when l*iix gouo, 

Our homo will look so drear; 

01i» dearest moUior 1 for thy sake 
I could have lingered hero. 

But Ohiist will haye me, and you know 
His time is always best; 

Oh! glorious thought, sliiUl I so soon 
Be numbered witli tl )0 blessed ? 

** So soon behold tliose pearly gates 
Thrown open wide for mo, 

And bask mb in a Saylour's lore 
To all etomity* 

“ IVe often dreamed of that bright place, 
And pictured it so fair ; 

What can—wliat must glory he, 

Witli Jesus ever there? 

** I think ril often take my bar}). 

And ask my Haviour too, 

To wander to some shady spot. 

And speak to Him of you. 

“ And then I'U tell Him that 'twas you 
First led mo to His feet, 

And that T know you're longing much 
Tour little one to meet. 

** Ferchance an angebhand he’ll send 
To beckon you away, 

And bear you tlirough dark Jordan's wayos 
To eycrlttsting day. 
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4 

♦‘To think wluit joy w® tlioo ^hall havis 
[q meeting on that nhore. 

The bliss to feel that nouo iu Hcarcn 
Are OTcr parted more. 

3'hen weep no more; ol)! sob not so, 

My sinx arc all forgiven ; 

Tbbiki wJicn yoiiVc l>cudmg o*or jnj gi ovo, 

The sotil is home in heaven. 

Tm going boine: Uie forcwcll kiss 
Imprint upon my brow. 

Sweet musicl Hark! 'tis Jesus^alls ; 

Mother, I’m dying now.*’ 

Bhf' pa?*sed away, hio frail a flower 
To lie with tempests driven, 

Transplanted soon, it blossonis now 
Wiiliiu tlie bowers of heaven. N. A, 


FBAGMEHTS FOB SFAEE MOMENTS. 

no T?OT WABTT. TIUE. 

Haro always some book, work, or other employment 
that yon can take up at odd times* It is surprising how 
luuoh may be accomplished by turning to account frag- 
incmtfi of time. 

KOWt 

. 

Ifbw is a little word it is well to keep in full practice. 
Never leave until the next hour, much less until to-mor¬ 
row, what you can do note. 

Time irfw is jmst. ihon canst not it )*ocal]; 

Time w Ihou hast, iuijmjve thy poitiou small; 

is not, and may never be; 

Time h the only time for thc<4. 

Cultivate a h4)it of method and ordei* in all you do. 

Whatever you do, lot it be well done. Work well 
douc, seldom has to be done a second time. 



ZrOTICBB OB BOOU. 




XSTTCAZIOK or cin£i>Bi]r. 

The rcsponaibilitj of edncating your child, mother, is 
one you cannot escape. It is a task imposed on you by 
Divine Providence, and yon may look with confidence for 
guidance and aid. In short, you must educate your 
^ild, whether you choose it or not, for every action, 
every word and look, the very tone of your voice, will 
influence it. Tlus round of ordinary daily events, winch 
forms tbo moral atmosphere in which he breathe^, is of 
far greater moment than the ocposional lessons lio 
receives, Lou ever exocllent. 

, i. &XJLL1.T ooon WITS. 

It is a blessed thing for a poor man to have a con¬ 
tented wife j—one who will not wish to Lve in a stylo 
beyond her husband’s income, just bocauso her uoxt-duor 
neighbour does j—ono who con be happy in the lovo of 
her husband, her borne, and its beautiful duties, without 
asking the world for its smiles or fa^uurri. 

The future blights more rejmtations tbau it npeun. 


NOTICES OP HOOKS. 

jU/k Loiultm * 19, Riloruo»tcr*mw. 

A (lurDiin^ Uttlo book for our 3'qou^ ami, 

W/ty T^iouf By Eo\. J, LL.D. Lomimi. 

Nbbi^t and Co. 

A l»<Kik fbll (/I* tbmgbt^ for all who htur cpt u c- liii* 

l^ravos of disir onc^. 

MU/er. Vy Ut»v. Ceo. Onne, Luudmi. W. i i\ CL I'aslu 
BI •J4opsp4iU‘- stn'C't • 

X deeply bitero«tuiR r^fnl of a «ty niiMOTiury, with of 

wickcdiiM find woo. Mr. MUlpr a poor gre d 

u Tfry itbcful ibadple of JoftUb. Bay it iur \our >r)n« uiolhtr; i* 
verj’ oho»p, 

TAd Jfo^s Pictun Oa/lery, Looilon: Kuighi.» 

A (lioap aiid omtiaiug ae^tcll iustnicthc* picttirc4>ook fbr our 
bej 'i* Vh (nrcB for tlic eye and pictorLb lor ILv luiaiL 
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THE PAST, THE PEESBNT, AND THE PITTUEB, 

^^Thon hope and foar, Ihoo weal and woe, then mnedy, then ruhv 
Uow tliickly hwarma of arc clusteriug roood to-morrow I'* 

Motheb! did you not feol mtere^ted in tlio group of 
youug tnon BurrouudtDg you in that pahice of a sliop the 
other day Y As you ganed on the varied and ciiaiiging 
countcuancoa did you not men tally say, “ They all have 
moth ora aomewhere ?** And aa you ohsorvod all the 
diiloront mantiorB and movemonts, eould you not imagine 
the k ind of mothers who had trained them ? Aa you 
paBsed the sai^or^lod in tho street, or took your scat by 
him in tho railway carriago, did you not^bink ^hat an 
anxious heart might be beating in his mothor'a breaat 
flomevshero ? Did you speak a kind word to the young 
voyager as you journeyed on ? How could you help it, 
while you recollected your owu son for a^ay in a distant 
city, with youthful ardour and high hope in the whirl and 
bustle of life P How anxious you foel that he may not 
htiQv the voice of con6pieDCO,-^how anxious, too, that be 
tnuy not forget the instructions of home, and you 
exclaim, Oh, that ho may not bury the past and forget 
tho future!’* You remember how you dreaded his 
leading the quiet home of his childhood for the active 
life liC must lead among strangers. But how short¬ 
sighted we arc!—how very ignorant of what is best for 
UB or our cliildrcn ! Often what we think best is worst, 
and what wo think most disastrous is our hoa\only 
Father’s way of doing us good. Let us learn to leave 
all things in His hauds who doeth all things w'cll. 

The mother of Auguatino thought lionm the worst of 
al) places for lier son, and she prayed that Ood would 
prevent hie going to that guilty city. She wished Homo 
had been unknown; yet in that very city Ood prepared 
her son to bo ffti eminent defender of the truth, and a 
servant of righteousness. An aged father one day stood 

VOL. X. 
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with streamiTig eyes watchiog the receding steps of a son 
who had bidden him “ Farewell,” exclaiming, “ Oh, it 
woidd be nothing to let him go from home, if he were 
only a Chriatian!” A few months only passed on 
before his prayers were heard, and the good seed sown 
grew up to reward that father's pious rare. 

Sometimes we see the melancholy spectacle of a son 
or daughter leaving home without regret! Alas' for 
such young people. They have seldom anything loving 
or loveable to remember of their early days in their 
childhood's home. Sometimes a father’s steruiiebs drives 
his children from home without regret. Sometimes fi 
mother's ove^-indulgenco nets upon tbo youthful mind 
in the^samo way Tnu cases ol this land came under 
our notice. 

Martin J^nguB was a reckless young mau of twenty 
when we met with him, and unliko most of the young 
men around us, ho never seemed to feel while we spoke 
to him of homo and early da} s. ‘'The fact is,” said 
Martin one day, “ I don’t bke my home—never did— 
never shall; T would rather go to the world’s end than 
return to that place they cidl home, whore my father 
lives.” “ Is your mother living P” we ventured to abk. 
” No—no—not on earth, at least,” continued the young 
man in a subdued tone She lives in heaven, no doubt; 
would that she hod remained on earth for my soke! 
Mothers love all their children generally, and they tell 
mo my mother loved me greatly when a little one; but 
she soon died, and from aU I can learn of her she was 
too gentle, too tender, too sensitive to bear the rough 
bloats of the place she called home. Oh, lend me a 
pencil—I will draw a picture of my home; or sit down 
and write while I describe it—that will be better.” 

” I am ready, Martin; go on.” 

” Well, there sits a sweet little gentlo woman working 
for her family. Every now and then she wipes the tears 
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which are well n^h blinding her ejca, but slie hides 
them os carefiillj as possible from the little group and 
from her husband. My father was a stern toll man, 
uith comproBBcd Ups, and eyes which seemed to be 
lighted up by a continued fire within—one who wished 
to drive all other beings in tbe wide world before him. 
Uo had just left my mother after lelUng her she was 
“ Always sitting down“ Never got up early enough 5 ” 
" Did not attend to him half as much as sho oughi 
“ Petted her little children till she made fools of them;'* 
“ Liked herself best of all !’*—My sister told me all this, 
lung after my poor dear ilhtreated mother bad gone to 
bur rest. After this fatal day, Mary told me she seldom 
smiled—moved about tho bouse oa if suffering extreme 
pain when my father was absent,—but when bis 
bustling stop and voice wore beard, her face would 
flush with oxcitement, and she would try to move 
quickly to avoid his sneering words and looks. Phace 
to her memory ! It was well for her she did not live 
long to suffer in that uncongenial home; but, os for me, 
the earliest recollections I have are of a cross, harsh, 
world•lo^ iug father, who Uhed a few of hia children, and 
hated the rest. I was among tho unloved party. You 
may think me unfeeling, but 1 must tell you, 1 don’t 
wish to mod my father again, cither on earth or in 
Jieaveu.” “ Oh, fearful words! Young man, recall 
them quickly.” “No, I cannot—my heart is hardened 
by onkmduess, and nothing ever softens it but tbe words 
spoken to .me of my dear dead mother.” 

Pather! would you like your sou to speak thus? 
Listen to one other case. Passing by a bod in a Union 
house, a minibter was arrested by the voice of a young 
man saying, “ Please, Sir, will you stop a moment P” The 
man of God readily stood liill and gazed upon the 
speaker. He w%s a young man of about eighteen, bat 
80 wasted by disease that bis brow was furrowed, and hia 
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faoe innkcn and vrithered. Ton do not know me, Sir P” 
1 m Bud, fixing his bright eyes npoa the gentleman. 

No, certainly' not—did I erer soe you before P” “ Ob. 
yes, Sir; 1 am John Barlow.” Impossible! I thought 
you were in America.” “ No, Sir; I am here to die, 
mined and cast off by earth and heaven, and I have to 
thank my mother, Sir, for all my misery.” “That is a 
rerj hard speech, young man.” “Not more hard than 
tnie, Sir. She indulged me in everything I wished, 
right or wrong. She never contralled my will. She 
never told me the cunseguenoes of sin. Slio never told 
mo of heaven or hell, of my rcsponsibilitim, or of a 
Saviour. I wpazied her by niy wickeduess, till she and 
my father hai'e both oast me off, and ceoao to cure foe 
me; and now 1 am dying with all my sms upon my 
ga^ty bead.” 

AfU'r some oonvarsation the luiuister vent 1o the 
parents eff the young man, to beg they vsould visit tbeir 
SOD). In the course of conrersution tho young man’s 
matlier said, ** Sir, my child’s ruiu is uccasiaDed by my 
ovOT-induIgracc and want of discipline.” The young 
nun died before the pat'mts reached bun. Fearful n ill 
be their next meeting! 

But how sweet are tho recollections of a happy home! 
How the heart clings to it amidst the strangers in life’s 
^thway! How many precious associations cluster 
around it! A father’s loving, guiding band—a mother’s 
watchfulness the bmllier's and the sister's warm 
affection. To the spot where we all pbijsd in life’s 
young day our heart fondly turns. The weary and vexed 
traveller m lifis’s joumoy turns to it with lou^ng eyes 
and a baatiug heart. Other places, other hearts may be 
oun, yet etill the father's and the mother’s home is dear 
lb« even But, mother, while you do all in your power to 
make heme Mlntotave.and to cauae sweet recollections of 
it to ai>ide in your son’s heart, do not forget to teach 
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him of aiiotb«r and a better home, where all the ftuanjhVft 
of the earth who be«e lored and aerred Jesus shall eojc^ 
a re>unioii of hearts—where love will he perfect—whcre 
tears shall be wiped from eveij ^e, and the glorious 
inhabitants ehall no more dread the chiUuig word-» 
“ Parewoll.” 


THE BLIND IBISHMAN. 

JIT Tna Lira mbs. r. h. aoasi. 

“I no not like reading," said little Edward to his 
mother one daj'; " I wish, mother, j'ou would not send 
me to school. It will bo time enough to^ learn when I 
am a great boj " “ Well," repUed his mother, ‘^if you 
do not liko school, what do you like ? Do you like to 
hear stones which people tlmt can read find in books ?” 
“ Yes, mother, that is just what I do like." “ Well, as 
it is not yet school-time, if you will fetch your httle 
stool, I will tell you a atory, and then you must go to 
school willingly. When you are older and wiser you will 
know the use of learning; now what you have to leam is 
to believe that I know better than you, and to do evory- 
thiug I wish.” “ Yes, motlier, I will go like a good boy; 
and now 1 have got my little stool there Is room for you 
to rest your feet on one corner while you nurse baby, 
and I shall have plenty of room too.” 

“ Well, Edward, some years ago, a clergyman who was 
travelling in Ireland met a blind man, who partly guided 
his steps with a large stick, and partly hy the aid of a 
little dog which he held by a string. * You are veiy old, 
tnypoor friend,’ said the ele^iyman. ‘Aye, Sir,’replied 
the old man, ‘ I am nearly a hundred years old, and a 
good thing it is tbr mo that I have lived to be old; but,’ 
added ho, in a low tone, ‘it was a bad thing fyi 
Hoiomon.’ ‘ Why so T Bind the clergyman. ‘ BeMHna, 
Sir,’ replied the blind man, ‘if Solomon had died before 
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Ho was old, he would Have been remembered as one of 
the greatest meu that ever lived. But if 1 had died 
before I was old, I should at this time have boen in hell. 
Solomoa lived to dibgrace himself. I have lived to obtain 
ctcraal glory.’ ' Why do you expect to obtain eternal 
glory ?’ Boid the dergyman. ‘ Because,’ replied the 
blind inoi., ‘I tnist for my salvation to tho blood of 
tTesus Christ, shed for sinners like me. And 1 know that 
the Holy Spirit of God dwells iu me, and has brought 
me to the knowledge of heaveuly things.’ ‘ Whom have 
you heard speak of these things?’ said tho minister. 
* No one,’ replied he. ‘ Then how came you hy the 
knowledge of, Scripture which you possosa P ’ * Sir,’ 

replicd*Lhe old man, ‘ about a year ago I began to grow 
quite blind. 1 took this as a warning that I was drawing 
near to the grave, and thought it time to prepare my soul 
for another world. I know of no one who could teach 
me, but as one of my little grandchildren hod gono to 
school and learnod to read, I thought if I bought a Bible 
I could make my little grandson read to me constantly. 
I did so; the little boy read willingly ; and thus, through 
hearing the Scriptures, the Lord has opened my heart 
to feel His love, to see myself a lost sinner, and to 
know that all my ains are foi^vcu!’ Here the old 
man broke forth into many exprossiona of praise to 
God, for Ills goodness to a poor worthless old creature 
like him.” 

“Is that all, mother?” cried little Edward. “Yes, 
jaj child,” said bis mother,” and now do you consider 
that if the old man’s little grandson had not gone to 
achool, if he had refused to learn to read, his poor 
grandfather w'ould have bad nobody to tell him of 
God’s love in sending Jesus to die for sinners. Perhaps 
the old man znight have gone to the grave ignorant 
and wicked; instead of which, the grandfather learned 
the way of salvation through the lessons of his little 
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grandsou, while the little boy biuiBelf, in reodiug to 
Ills aged relation, learned iroia a cltild to know thoao 
Holy Scriptures which are able to make him wise imto 
salvation, and very probably has gronn up to bo a 
Christian man.” 

“ O mother, mother,” cried Edward, “ I have found 
you out! I know why you told mo that story; you 
want tne to be a useful littlo boy, and read to other 
people when 1 con road myself; and so 1 will. 1 will 
go to school directly, and try to learn Uko that little 
boy. Huro’s my cap and bag. Good bye, mother. 
Good byo, bab). I’m gone; good bye till tea-time.” 


ANNIE WARBtJETON’S DIARY. 

0& again looking into Annie’s desk, Mrs. Warburton 
found a little red-covered book, with hero and tliuro a 
btruy thought ^vritten in it, cxlcuding over a considorablo 
timo. This i^as indeed a treasure to her, and many a 
time did slie gather from its pages, to aid her in the 
tr.iiuiug of those dear children who remmned beneath 
her gutirdjtvubhip, such hints as the following:— 

Tuesday eoeitiiig .—Dude John diued here to-day. 
They say ho js a good man, but he said many things 
unlike tho Saviour. My mother contended the points 
with him, but my father said, ‘Persons are obliged to 
conform to tho world if tlicy would get on!’ Can it be, 
then, that the Saviour did not xmderstand either human 
naturo or tho ways of the w orld P Or, are His commands 
too hard to keep ? No, no,—I say no—my mother 
says no. 

“ Saturday evening.—Thia has been a sad week. Poor 
little 'WUlio very ill. Dear little fellow! I only wish I 
was as ready for heaven as he is. 1 should not then 
anxious day and night about my eternal safety as I am, 

z. 2 






Mrs. Lee remariT'Cd to my mother that it was very hard 
for litide ones to suffer, but mj mother checked her, 
saying, ‘ My tears- will flow fast, biii our iieaveoly Father 
can do nothing unkind. He dooth all things well.’ 

“Monday evening .—Our precious little Willie is gone to 
join the happy company in the kingdom of heaven. Ob, 
he looks BO beautiful, with his soft curls over hia white 
forehead, and his little hands folded on his quiett breast. 
Our dear mother weeps, but I Imnrd her wbispmr, ‘ I 
shall go to him, but bo will never—never come buck to 
me.’ Oh, where is heaven, and what ia the spirit-limd ? 
My father sits silent and thouglitfnl, and when undo 
John said carelessly, ‘He is better 'off,’ my father 
replifid, ‘Are we going to tho same homo where ho livoa 
now, .lolm?’ 

“Friday nflemoon.-^\ have seen Dr. B. to-day. JEo 
locked grove, and cast a glance at my mother, who stood 
pale and evidently very anxions as he passed out. I 
think I can understand all abbot it. He thinks there is 
disease wnrkiog withm; so do 1; so fears my dear 
mother. Oh, that 1 may he ready to- join dear Willie! 
The'blood of Jesus car wash all sin away. 

“ Wednesday noon .—I saw my mother ina trying posi¬ 
tion to-day. Mrs. Nutting eaUed, and as 1 knew my mother 
greatly disapproved of her evil speaking and dangerous 
habits of detraction, I thought 1 would observe how 
she received tho.kdy; but it was all in keeping with her 
wisdom aod piety. Instead of greeting Mrs. Nutting tu 
her usual warm and affeetionate way, she gravely requested 
her to be seated, and then asked for her &inily. As soon 
as a ahori history was given of her fatuily, she commeuced 
as usual her attacks upon persons. My mother made no 
reply for some time, but she looked grieved. At length 
she said, ‘ What a good thing it would be,^ Mrs. Nutting, 
and how much happier would ^ the inhabitants of the 
worid be, if we each tried to aecertain oim own faalta 
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instead of searcbing oat ibe fhults of others, for jou see 
we are nono of us perfect. 1 ofteu think of the old 
Scotch proverb,— * 

“ Oh thnt sonic power ih** gift wad gie ii*!. 

To see oiirsi hes 8b otheis see «s " 

Hut,’ added iny mother, ‘ we put on our epcctaeles to 
look nl the faults of others.’ ‘ "Wise mother,’ tliought 
I. Mrs. N. (lid not stay long. 11/ good transparent 
mother does not suit persons of Mrs. Nutting’s character.’ ’ 


. NOBODrS BOY. 

• 

“Nouodt’b Hot!” —who can be be, thou?‘Who 
feeds huu when he Is Imngr/? 'W’hero docs he Hilda 
sbelttT from the cold, the storm, and the uight, the drear/ 
daik night? 'Who nurses him when ho is sick, and who’ll 
weep when he dies ? Who teaches him about God, and 
hoavi?n and hell? Who prays for him?—— who/ 
Are there any moro except this one “nobody’s boy?” 
Yes, there are multitudes of them iu cities; countiy 
people know nothing about them, only what they read in 
books and the papers. Thcn^ is one of them now on the 
steps opposite my window, a ragged, dirty little hoy, not 
more than eight years old, I tliink, witli a cigar in his 
mouth almost half as long os his arm, which he is lighting 
from a big boy’s cigar. Can it be, that anyhoiltf will allow 
such a little boy to smoke; for if he smokos now, what 
will he, or rather nhat will he not do vhen he is grown 
to mauhood ? Ah! he may bo an orphan, loft to the sole 
vomponionship and sympathy of vice^nd evil habits; or 
the son of some widow, from whose weak restraint he has 
broken away j or following tho example of some inebriate 
father, whoae steps are already tokiug bold on death. 

Perhaps that |ras one of “nobody’s boys,” the little 
urchin who offered to earry our basket from tha msarkei 
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for a penny, and who, when asked “ Why he va^' not in 
school, instead of loitering about the aircct F” replied, “ Oh i 
1 don’t go to scltool no more—TVu dhne my edocatiou.” 

1b this one of “nobody’s boys,” who has stolen an 
orange from a tiho[> door, and whom the shopkeeper has 
just caught by our door, and is harshly dragging along, 
to take him to the police ? l^o, no, he counul be a 
nobody’s bo^, fur sec how frightened he is, and how he 
begs to be let go, saying, “ 1 never did so before—that big 
boy told me to do itand he calls “MuLher! motherl” 
Tes, he is somebody’s boy—he has a mother sumenhore, 
who ho knows loves him, and a ho has taught him that it 
is wrung to steal, and jto whom he runs with all speed the 
iustaut he is dulivered from bis pursuer. 

But there are many litilo boys, and girls too, for whom 
nobody cores; whom nobody loves and protects; whom 
nobody but Providence feeds and clothes; the otfspriug of 
vice, the refugoos of poverty, wont, and destitution, the 
children of sorrow aud misfortouo, wide-world orphans; 
and still they have as nohio hearfs, they have Buace]>ti- 
bililies ns keen, features and forms as symmetrical, oud 
natures that crave the same comforts as “ my children,'* 
and whoso custonce will ran parallel with theirs through 
cudless ages. Oh! who will fulfil the royal law, and do 
unto iliem as they would tliat others should do by their 
chlldien, thus loving their neighbour as themselves F 
Who? 

HUMBLE MEANS FOE MIGHTY ENOS. 

“An!” sighed the fatherless girl, as she prepared to 
go forth to her day’s toil, ah! if I were but needed by 
any one, if 1 were but of some use in the world, how 
much more courage I should have to struggle tlirough 
life! Now it seems but a mockery to ti;y to live. I must 
toil early oad late for a bare subsistence. I have power 
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neither to give pleasure nor to do good to my. My work 
is all for myeclf, and ia iithat, were I gone to my rest, 
another might do as well. 1 am an orphan and a 
stranger—sad, feeble, and poor. 'What have I to cheer 
me to any effort to live? The minister to whom I 
listened yesterday, exhortod each one of his hearers to 
make a right use of liis induonce; he asscriod that there 
was not u person living w hose poH er to do good or evil 
over his fellows not strong and'etornol in its action. 
Aloe! he did not know how desolate a human creature 
may bo! I ^ ould bo thoukful to work for God, but what 
cau I do ?" 

Thus sadly ihused the humble seamstress all tlie way 
to the abode of her employer. Bhe had said truly, that 
she was a stimigcr and jioor. Not yet twenty*oac years 
of age, bhc v\ as an orpliau and friondless in the 'n orld. 
In the town to which sho had come for employment, there 
were many whose situations were as unpleasant as her 
own—there was nothing observably dislresbiiig in her 
cabc. Blio was able to work, hod work, and apjiearud to 
ho comfortable, so |>cople did not trouble themselves 
about her affairs. Blio was obliged to work all the time 
steadily, in order to earn ouough to livo upon; but then, 

starving, 

thiuikful that she could get aU the work sho was able to 
do. Bhe always wore a sad, subdued look, and seldom 
was her voice heard save in answering a quustiou; but 
then she was only a sewing girl, and modest silence 
became her. Such were the thoughts of those who ever 
thought at all of the humhlo sewing girl. 

Almost ereiy one who know her would have agreed 
perfectly in her own opinion of her insigDidcance, and 
utter want of indueuce over the characters or happiness 
of her fellow'creatures. But God sceth not as man. He 
looketh at the hqjut, and He saw that in the heart of poor 
Mary there burned a pure and steadfast desiro for the 


she ought to bo very 


wben so many ^xiople were 
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increase of liis kingdom oa the earth. Mor/ ouco had 
brothers, young men of affectionate dispositions and 
generous impalses. They were now in their graves, and 
although their sister u as not without hope in their death, 
yet she felt that a sick b(‘d was a poor place for making 
preparation fur eternity. Oue of those dear brothers had 
put off repentauco until he laid down to die, and never 
oould Mary forget the remorse and agony his sinful pro- 
ontstination had caused him. The earnestness of her 
interest in tho unconverted was such, that slie could 
hardly endure to ha in their presence without eutreiiting 
them to prepare for eternity ; yet her timidity and 
humility werc^so great, that she always ibnud it iiiipos- 
sible t6 utter a word on the momentous subject. Jor the 
youtiiful she bad an especial interest; and “ Oh! tiiul all 
the young would devote themselves to God!" was llic 
wish that was oflen in her heart. Her anxiety to do 
something for the Lord sho loved, was in her as a con* 
atunlog hre, and Uc saw it and was pleased. Deep 
underoeath all the yearnings fur human luvo to clu’cr 
her shaded pathway was this one great dobiro, ever warm 
and sincere In the heart of Maiy —“ Oh! that I might be 
of some nne in tho church of my God!" 


THE INDIAN WAE. 

WoiiKH of England \ Onco more the w ar-cry is heard 
in our island, and, after a brief time of repose, our 
soldiers are summoned to take poet in a fierce and bloody 
coubest, whose deeds have been those of incarnate fiends 
rather than'men. 'Whilst our troops ore pouring into 
India, bent on nevenge, swearbig to givs no quarter to 
those who have gloated in the blood of women and chil¬ 
dren, what is oar dufy ? Ob, whilst thp thought of our 
Boaagled babes; our outraged and murdered country- 
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i^meu, Q^akeB us pale a&d sick with horror, let as ia 
our social nieetangB, in our family prayen, in our private 
doTOtions, pr<^. Pray, not only for our still suffering 
countrymen, but pra^ fur thoir murderers. Jire and 
sword may cut them down and lay waste their cities; 
prayer, believing prayer, can bring down on them tho 
graco of Ood—more powerfitl than carnal weapons, 
changing the tiger into the lamb. Bemerabrr “the 
remainder of wrath wilt Thou restrain.” Let, then, our 
arms ho those of enDshniit, earnest, perBOV(*rit)g prayer 
for thoao v^ho have no pity ou their own souls, and who, 
in lighting against Christianity, run “ on the thick bosses 
of the Aliuiglify's buckler.” Mother! as^thy arms clasp 
thy baby closer nt the tale of slaughtered innoucuter, prn^! 
Maiden! safe in EiigLand from the hands of the licentious 
ravislier, pratf! “Tho weapons of our waifnre aro not 
carnal, but inigltty to the pulling down of stronghokls, 
and casting down of every imagination tlut exatteth itself 
agauint thu knowledge of Clod.” L. id. T. 


Tllli GOOD EASy-SOULED MOTllEE. 

It is allowed geuoroUy that tlie mother, far mure than 
tlio father, is the persou whose indueuce is felt inobi for 
tlie weal or woe of her offspring. This we ecmceive to be 
one of the natural laws; and however much a lather may 
be loved, venerated, and remembered by his children with 
gratitude and affection, there is an inlonsenrssinthe feel¬ 
ings of tlie child for its mother beyond that for its father 
«—how very important that the mothec leave iipou tho 
mind of her child influences for good and not for evil 1. If 
all those influences teere pood, the world would soon be 
ohanged from what it is. But good casy-souled mothmrs, 
whoso finmees ij just in the inverse ratio of their 
Hon, suffer the “ little foxes that spoil the vines” to go 
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unrcbuked; aud soon a pack of greedy wolves surrooitd 
their table in the dispositions of the “dear children/* 
where only real olive plants might and should be found. 

Such was the case with Mrs. Ebena. She was an ex¬ 
cellent neighbour, very kind-hearted, felt for others’ woes, 
and was ever ready with an open baud to smooth the path 
of the Budering. She had three swout children—two boys 
and a girl; the latter was a baby, and hardly arrived 
at on age to be subject to disciplinary action. The 
elder boy, Jemmy, was old enough to know what was 
proper to be done, and to do it too, if he chose, whenever 
he was requested to obey his seniors. But, alas! he did 
just as he wished, and this is the way ho did it, though 
hardly five years old 

" Now, Jemmy,” says the mother, you must not oat 
green fruit of any kiud; you know you are not very w ell j 
you had to take medicine yesterday, and will again if you 
do not keep away from the groon apples.” “ Yea, mo¬ 
ther, but 1 only ate a few, they did not biirt me. Mamma, 
may I go out to the barn and play awhile ?” “ Tos, if 
you wish, but do not go near that apple-treo on the way, 
nor pick a single apple—jou understand what I tell you?” 
—Yes, mamma,” and oA’ be ran for the baro, passed the 
forbidden tree, but not without giving a look, and after u 
short play he is seen qxiiotly seated uuder the interdicted 
tree, w ith several half-grown apples in his hands, and a part 
of one between his teeth. 

Soon mamma colls him—^he jumps up and runs to her 
with the fruit of his disobedience, for he Ims learned that 
the chidings wall not hurt him, and he can easily carry his 
point. “ Wby, Jemmy I” says the mother, willi a grave 
face, “ how dare you eat those hard things P—^you know 
they will make you ill.” “ Oh no, they won't, mother!” 
says Jommy, with a laughing face; ” 1 only oat a leetle—‘ 
that won't hart mo, you know.” , 

Ho is made to throw the remainder away, and very 
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BOOQ is up to his 6^68 in mischief, disobeying direct iii> 
junctions from his mother. Soon she sees what he is 
doing, and with a bland and gentle voice—for you must 
know that Mrs. Ebens belongs to that class of mothers 
mIio do not raise their voice above the common key—tells 
him to cease. Ho looks up to her out of his roguish blue 
eyes, laughs her in the face, and continues his disobo* 
dience. Boon he is called to his mother, uho expostu* 
latcs and attempts to reason with him, but ho laughs ut 
her and trios to turn tho conversation, and is soon sue* 
ccbbful. He grows up a litUe conqueror-~ho has his own 
Tvay—he has Icpmed to get it—he can cry, beg, and 
plead, and by dint of perseverance—and who so perse- 
>cring as sum^small children?—he carries the day, and 
grons up much os ho pleases. His mother lacked firm- 
uess, and Jie hMuo it. His firmness increMod with his 
years, and every victory added a new enlargement to the 
“hump.” Noiv, what multitudes fail just in this ^ay. 
“ Oh,” bays one, “I can’t be always whipping.” “Well,” 
says another, “ they are little folks, and liitlo folks have 
their fiiiliugs.” Another, who happens to have a con- 
boicnce, bayb, “ Yes, but I fearw e mothers are most to blame 
after all; I sometimes see that 1 have failed, and still 1 do 
no better the next time.” While the mother who has firm¬ 
ness and dibcretion, whose word is law in her family, has 
children to love, respect, reverence, and obey her—nay 
more, they call her blessed. She began right, and she kept 
on right—with her, transgressions mot with attention, 
and, if necessary, pumahmeut. She acts uprightly, and 
when this is the case, though puuishmeni follows oflences, 
even young cliildren pereciro tbo reason, and conscience 
shows them that tiiey were wrong and the parent right. 

ClncLE Fetes. 
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THE SATLOE'SON. 

HoinBB, hast thou an unbelieving son, a. poor reckless 
&Uow, who is going ou in the way to ruin P AIi! 1 think 
my memory cuu toll uio of a motiier who had a reckless 
son, who was treading tho [)^h to holL But her prayers 
went up to Heaven for that child, the tears oftentimes 
from her eyes, for she prayed in intense eariicstimsB 
and perseverance, and that child was, by the help of God, 
rescued. Saved by the hand of God was ho oftentimes 
in the hour ril; and when his mother was upon her 
knee&, littlo knowing, God has delivered that child from 
sinking in the sea. Ah! that child can look back the 
time‘when he stood ou the water^washi^ deck of ilie 
vessel, tossed upon the rolling waves, upon the dt‘ep, deep 
sea. Uo can remember the timo when that >csscl, 
staggeriug beneath the load of water on her deck, well 
nigh sank, and when her vciy yards wero dipped iu the 
waves. Ho can remember tho time wlieii tho vessel 
trembled beneath tho shock—when the liolmsman loosed 
the wheel, and all dcdpalced—mnd be can think of tho time 
wheu God by ilia own power delivered him from binking, 
and saved him fur ITis mercy’s sake. Tliat child stands 
before you tomight. God answers a mother’s prayers; 
they are mighty, they are music in His ears. Oh! mo¬ 
ther, hast thou a disobedient and ungodly sou P Then 
pray for him; pray for him; pray, ami don’t faint, and 
God will answer thee.— Uev. J£. Graffan Ovikneai. 


A FEW WOJIDS TO THE WEEPING JJOTIIEE. 

*' Woman, why woepni tluia ?” 

Is thy precious infant tom from thy fond, alas [ too 
fond embrace? Hast thou been called so soon to give 
thy little prattling treasure to the cmel reaper, Heath P 
Whore is_thy child? I remember reading somewhere, 
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the otlier day, the folloniog little account. Once, in a 
happy home, a eweet bright baby dieid. On the evening 
of the day, when the obildron gathered round their 
mother, all sitting very sorrowful, Alice, the Shiest, said, 
** Mother, yon took all the caro of baby while she wu 
hero, and you earned and bold her iu your anna all the 
time alie was ill; now, mother, who took her on the other 
side P” “ On the other aide of what, Alice P” asked the 
mother. ‘‘ On the otlier aide of death. Who look the 
baby ou the other side, mother? She was so littlo aho 
could not go alone." “Jesus met her there," answered 

the mother: “it is Uo who took little children in Ills arms 

* « 

to bluf-s lliom, and said, ‘ Suffer them to ceino unto me 
and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of 
lieaven.’ He took the baby on the other side." 

. Is not iliis thought enough to sooth thy troubled 
breast ? Jesus has thy little lamb; it is safely nestled in 
His kind arms. Wbat wouldst thou liayc more for it 
than reposo in tliat tender Shepherd’s bosom? Thou 
kuowest not what trials it has escaped. Thou couldst not 
wish it back again. One day, tlion too sbalt rejoice to see 
thy Saviour and thy infant, and then parting w ill uo more 
be known. But is it so, that thou caufcit not anticipate 
this happy union ? This blessed homo is uol tliiue—thy 
walk and conversation show that thou host no paH or 
lot iu tins matter. I£eaoen is a prepared place for a 
prepared people, and only those who are waahed from 
their sins in the blood of the Lamb can enter there— 
where He is. Oh, how awful is the thought of beiug^or 
ever shut out of heaven under tho “ wrath of the Lamh'' 
Wilt thou not be a partaker of that peace w liich alone 
can. be found iu true reli^n ? Oh! “ strive to enter in 
at the strait gate." Delay no longer; it may soon be 
too late! Difficulties may be many, but God will help 
thee through them all. But does one read thin who 
weeps, and weeps not a loved one gtme P What is thy 
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biirtben? Oppreeacd with coiop Tried by the diffi* 
culties of the way ? Mourmng for Bins uupardoned ? 
Oh! let me lead thee to a sympathising God, a Saviour 
who was in all points tempted as we are.“ A Jesus, 
who was a man and died for to procure thy 
pardon. Yes, iO/ia, though so flu* removed from Him 
by siu. Biing thy guilty soul to ilim whose “ blood 
cleauspili from all sin.” 

“ Kuidi’ni’d soul, Uiy Saviour loves thee; 

On llib grauuiib arm recliue. 

Oast thybolf, Uty load, thy borrow, 

Wiiere tho loved uposUe Joy. 

Ijeun on Gbribt to-day, to-iri«>U(m , * 

• t^oou rie’ll smile tliy woes awuj.” 

SlMPATUT. 

NOT A MINUTE TO SPAEE.—No. II. 

“Mothxb!” said a little girl (the daughter of a 
dressmaker) one Saturday evening about eight o'clock, 
“ Jane says I must go to bed, and we have not had prayer 
to-night.” “ My dear, I know it, but it can’t be helped; 
we have not a minuto to spare—wc are so full of work wo 
shall not have imibhed before moraiug.’' '' Good night, 
dear mother, I am so sorry,” said the dear child, as she 
walked slowly away. 

That night tho young people in the workroom sat at 
their needle until twelve o'clock, and were then too much 
fatigued to attend to the little Saturday evening arrange¬ 
ments BO necessary in every well-ordered fiuuily. They 
went praycrlcBS and uncomfortable to bed. The Sabbath 
nioruiug saw them asleep until a late hour, their rooms 
in a disordered state, several parcels to be sent off to dif¬ 
ferent houses. Some of the young people woro barely 
ready to attend a place of worship, some too poorly to go 
out. Shortly after, Mrs. B. was token ill, and did not 
leave her room for one week. She who hud “ not a 
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minute to spare,” must now spare a whole week. Ah! 
who can tell, if that little household liad closed their 
luhnurs at an earlier hour, and assembled to seek aFuther’s 
bloBsing, hut that health instead of sicknesB might hare 
been given, and a happy, profitable day of rest to all, 
instead of one of languor and discomfort; for “when 
ae aro judged we arc chastened of the Lord.” If we 
will not spare time for Bim who gives us all our tims, is 
it not in mercy that ile thus compels us to spare it ? Fise 
we should drive, drive, drive, work, loork, toork, until our 
hard task-master had secured us in that region of darlr- 
ness and despair^ which tlie word of God tolls us was 
uc^(’r dohigiied for man. • 

‘j,Stop,” I hoar some one say, “ hut what could wo do 
in Hui’li a case ? If our work is not done, our customers 
will leave us, and with them our bread. Besides Ihi.s, we 
should liaro broken our word.” Lot (iod, not man, 
reply:—“ Seek ye first tho kingdom of God and his 
righteousness, and all these things shall ho added iiuto 
you.” “ Wheu a man’s ways please the Lord, he makoth 
even his enemies to ho at peace with him.” “ Tho king’s 
heart is in the hand of the Imrd the rivers of water— 
ho tumeth it whithersoever he will.” Au3 if the hearts 
of kings, w by not the hearts of all men ? “ The blessing 
of till- Xord maketh rich, and Ho addclh no sorrow with 
it.” Promise less! Trust more! If the Lord Jesus he 
your friend, you will never want a friend. It is written^ 
“ 1 will never leave tlico nor forsake thee.” 


FRAGISENTS FOB SFABS MOMENTS. 

, OPPOBTUKITr. 

Opportunity is the flower of time; and as the stalk may 
remain wbcu tho flower is cut ofi*, so time may remaia 
with us wlien opportunity is gone for ever. 
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LITTLE C1.BKT. 

Little Cany, a brigbl-eyed, cheerful girl, six years old, 
was gazing upon some protty-loohing seissors in a glass 
caao. At leagtli an urgent request is made to mother 
for a i)air. “ No, Carry dear, by»and-by, a littlo older, 
and you shall.” A lew days after, Carry was obsen’cd by 
lier luolher looking at tbo scissors wistfully. “ Carry, do 
you know that is Satan tempting you ? T)id not mother 
say No?” In the course of a few days the child was left 
alone in the shop, and was drawu to the glass caso. The 
motln'r oTorbeard her saying, “ Go away, Satan; don’t you 
know it is \cry wicked of you to tempt me, when mother 
said 7 was u<5l to have any ?” 

TUB WOBLD WB LITE IN 

Is a rough and thorny world, on awkward world to 
gel through; but it might be worn*. 11 might be better, 
if every oins would try in earnest to moke it so. 1 war 
walking some time ago with a couutryman, whom ] 
observed every now and then to kick aside any particular 
large or jagged stone that lay loose upontlie liorso-traok. 
“ I don’t like to see a stone like that in the road,” said 
he, “and not move it. Jt might trip up a horse and 
break a rhlcr’s neck, and ’tis very little trouble to kick it 
aside.” Oh, that all ])usbers through the world‘would 
but net iipou the same plan! 


NOTICES OP IJOOKR. 

A Jiei/ to He AduUeratioH of Foal. London ■ Uurlhiirou^l). 
8a<l irvolHliuus on important in.itters. 

The Journal of Health. Ixmdoii: IlorteU. 

Thu ptriodiral contniub thoughts worth pondering. 

The Band of Hope Seeord. London. Hnrsel?. 

Eanicxt wurds on toctotalinn. 
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XltB UNWISE, UNTEUTflEUL. AND PAETIAL 

MOTHEE. 

Littlx cbildrea watch a mother’s words and wa^s, 
and bj both tho mother makes a lasting inipression on 
tho minds oi' her family, and the effects of both nill meet 
her again on the day which nill reveal secrete. Ponder 
ibis little account of one of the unwise mothers. There 
she sat with her youngest daughter, a sprightly child, 
five years of age, enjoying an afternoon chit-clut with a 
few friends, when a little girl, a playmate of the daughter 
of Mrs. P., came running into tho aifting^roesn, and 
<Tted, “Where is Jane? I’ve got something for her.” 
“ She is out,” said the mother. “ What have you got P 
Show it to me,’ eagerly exclaimed Hannah, the mother's 
fa\ ourito; “ I’ll give* it to her.” 

Th(' httlo girl handed Hannah a bouquet of flowers 
which she had gathered for Jane, and returned home 
with the faith that her kinduess Lad not been misapplied. 
Slio had Boarecly left the roomwlmi llunimh, standing 
by her mother’s chair, tidking to hcreolf, said, loud 
euough to bo heard across the room, “1 liko flowers; 
she often calls me June—she thinks I am Jane—-I'm 
going to keep this bouquet.” 

The mother uiado no objection to the soliloquy, a^d 
llaunuli immediiitoly begmi to pick tlie leaves from the 
handsome rose, for the purpose of making rose-water. 
She had not completed her task when Jane bounded into 
the room, and seeing Hannah with flowers, ci.ulaimed, 
“ I’m going to have a bouquet pretty soon; Sally John¬ 
son said she wmdd bring mo one this aftcruoou.” “ But 
she won’t,” said Hannah. “I’ll go and see,” returned 
Jane, tripping as she spoke towards tho front door. 
“Here, Jane,” said the mother, “Sally brought this 
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bouquet for jou; bat you ’trerc not in, so ?lie g.'ive it to 
Ilannali.” 

The tears started in Jane’s eyes. Slie felt she had 
been robbed, and she knew that Hannnli bad been 
preferred to her. Hannah had been encouraged in a 
deliberate falsehood, and in deception towards her sister. 
Many a time since has that mother felt obliged to punish 
her daughter for prevarication, and often has she been 
heard to say she wondered where so small a child learned 
so much deceit. This is a small affair at best, .‘ioitie may 
say; but do not 

“T.njgc stmimK from little fouiiiiiinH (low. 

Toll oaks from little acorns grow?” < 

And do*not the “small beginnings” of instruction lay 
the foundation of the man’s or woman’s character ? Will 
not the conduct of Hannah mid Jane’s mother iuilucnce 
them as they pass along the path of life ? 


AXOTHEE PAOE OP ANNIE AV.^RBiniTON'S 

jdiaet. 

M'iday evening.—Mf auot has becu trying to make 
me think religion gloomy; but none can do this, wliile I 
seo my mother more happy than any one else, though 
her trials are very many. I wonder she does not wish to 
go to heaven sometimes when her tears are pressed from 
her eyes; but no, she sings very soon after weeping. Ah, 
if my aunt had been my mother, or my mother like my 
aunt, I dare saj I should love the things that 1 now hate. 
I have great reason to be thankful for a pious mother. 

Saturday evening .—How soon the Sabbath returns— 
uot too soon for mo; I love the Sabbath with all its 
eogagements. Alas! my Sabbath-school class must hare 
another teacher now. I wonder Mrs. C'amc can allow 



her children to take their pleasure on the Lord’s day ; 
if they die early, they will view these matters very differ¬ 
ently. My dear mother always made ' or arrangements 
80 that the Sabbath was always cheerfi.l and very happy 
to us all, without ever wishing to break God's commands 
by mixing with the pleasure-taking people. Well, I 
shall soon be where the Sabbaths never end. What 
should I do where the Sabbaths never end, if I tii'od of 
them here ? 

“ iTuesday evening .—Another eventfol day to me. My 
cousin Charles made me an offer of marriage. I Lave 
always thought of him us a brother—perhaps I might, 
under other circumstances, return his warmer lovo •, but 
this now would only disappoint his liopc^—life vsith me 
wiH soon be over. He pressed me to allow him. to speak 
to my parents, but I made liitu promiso not to mention 
it to them while I am living—it would greatly distress 
my dear mother. I go where they neither marry nor are 
givcu in mnrriago, but arc as the angels of God. May 
iny^dcar cousin find one in health who will return his 
worm lovo and appreciate his lovely character. As for 
me, the grave must soon be my home; but no, no, I 
must nut dwell on the darkness there! I go to rest on 
my Saviour’s bosom, like John. In heaven, all Hove shall 
live again. 

Friday eoening.—A day full of pain in my chest and 
side; au anxious day, too, as to the future. The beautifi^ 
spring weather, and the newly varnished leaves, with the 
bursting buds, ornamenting the brown earth, all, all 
make me feel dull. All nature revives—I am passing 
away. Oh, it is a beautiful world, though tlie blight 
of sin has fallen upon it. I lovo its hills and vales—its 
flowers—its music—^its warm hearts—^its loving circles. 
I feel my heart drawn out in love—can lovo die ? Ko—- 
no—I like to think that in heaven we shall know even 
more of earth than wc do hen'. Before the fall, Adam 



knew more than wo do. How Htile do we know here ! 
how mauj of the wonderful things of God are hidden 
from our view! I often think of papa’s friend, Mr. Six, 
laying one day he wondered that people did not wish to 
die, that they might know more God’s created woudeni. 
Tet to ,me it seems sometimes melancholy to die so young 
—to go away from oU I know, from the bright and beau¬ 
tiful of earth; but bush, buab, tbero are more lorelj 
scenes up yonder. But, ob, how my dear mother will 
miss a helper among the little ones; but she will be 
comforted. 

Wednetdoj/ evening .—HI all day—^wbat can it be to 
die P None bare come back to tell iia. ,Yes, 1 forgot, 
Jesus has. Ob, I long to love Him perfectly, and to 
trust more fully, for all of this life and the lifo to 
como. The grave looks dark—all alone there; but only 
the hoig —but what is spirit ? Oh, I must dio to know- 
pass away over that river rolling between the living and 
the dead. I want more faith and love. 

*'Monday evening .—Fading away is written on my 
heart—body wastbg—strength decaying—the tomb ready 
—heaven at band. Ob. I like to think of heaven as a 
place of perfect knowledge—we shall know as we aro 
known—and perfect love; God-is love. Knowledge and 
love make this fallen, dying world delightful Boinetimos— 
what will it be to find both in perfection in heaven ?” 

This was the last entry in Annie’s Diary. Her mother 
weeps, but they are tears of gratitude and love ; she feels 
they have not parted for ever; in the home of the blessed 
^ey shall be re-united, and sing the “ new song ” together. 
Mother! will yon be there ? Are your children preparing 
now to join you there ? T^e care you do not make a 
mistake. 
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TffiE PIEST CROSS WORD. 

“ I dok’t care —T sliall not go with you—go hy yourself, 
if joulike.” These wonls were spoken by a very pretty 
yi>ung woman, who had not long been n bride. The sadly 
disappointod young husband looked at his Julia minim* 
fuUy, and almost hoped he was dreaming—‘‘ Julia, dear,” 
ho said, in a low tone. Tho proud bcauiy curled her lip, 
and went on copying mubic for a friend—" Julia, dear, 
will you not really go with in© to see Mary ?” “ No, I 
slial! not, I am busy; and,besides, I don’t feel inclined.” 
" Well—hut go to please me, dear.” No, I shall not, 
Charles; you *may go where you like." Where I like, 
Ajlce ’ I only like to bo near you.” "NonsensiJ—don’t 
torment mo." " No, Alice, 1 will not.” 

Charles Price turned away from his young and beautiful 
wife with a blight on his heart—nay, more—with a wound 
there that Imie neror healed. He soon took his walks, 
and formed his plans without Alice, aud she found, alas! 
too late, that a beautiful face and a fine figure will nerer 
compensate for the lack of a kind heart and obliging man* 
ners in a young ndfe. But are young wires tho only per¬ 
sons who presume ou the right they hold to speak cross 
and refuse a little kind .attention? No—no—many a 
husband, by cross looks, cross manuors, and a lock of at- 
tinitiou to her he has chosen for his companion, has caused 
the sensitive heart to shrink back into itself, doubting, 
ever after, if she had not mist^en her position in the 
world, almost wishing in the bitterness of her disappoint¬ 
ment that another liad been called by her name. Tes, it 
is still true that 

“ Many a suaft, at random sent, 

Fuids mark the archoi litUo meant, 
inauy a woid. at landom epokcu. 

May would and crush tlie heart that's brokeu ” 



MATJBJiN^\L ASSOCIATION AMONG HEATHEN 

MOTHEES. 

{Exlrai.1 oj al.ifh.'Ji'om 3£rs. ForUr of Cuildopali.) 

When I was at Dhoor, 1 proposed meoUug llie native 
women on Tuesday ovoning; about iilibeen or pixteeu 
cauic. J 1 old thorn, as none of them could road, 1 would 
gladly lake tau or three girls into tbo Cuddapah scliool, 
teach them, feed them, and clothe them, and w hen they 
were able to teach othei's, they should go back to their 
own homes if they wished it. 1 asked one and nnothcT; 
but they were too young, or too useful,'or sojucthiug 
else. • 

One particularly nice woman had a sweeUiouking girl 
by her side, about tcu years old. I said, *‘i\nio)i, vouJd 
you like mo to teach your daughter?" With an iudes- 
cribable look of teuclemess she drew her to lier aide, and 
putting her arm round her, sht' said, “2'/<»isniy ouJj 
one." “H.ivo you not bad more children?” I aslvci. 
“ Oh. yes, Mom j 1 Lave had sii; but they are dead; ye*., 
they all died—five of them, one after another—they oil 
died.” "And you, poor thing, how sorry you must have 
been!” “Heiglio! how sorry! Too much trouble 1 
took; alter tho first died, T took sacrifice to the temple, 
and made poojob (worsliip) to the idol, and told him T 
would giv p all 1 could, if my secoud might live ; but he 
died. Thcji my Imiirt was very sad; and when my third 
came, I went to a Gooroo, and look, a cloth, and fowl and 
rice, and he said mutrums, and made poojah ; but no, 
il/ai child too died, mid so the five died. JNly heart was 
like fire—it turned so with sorrow; I was almost mad, and 
yet I tried some fresh ceremony for every child.” 

What did you thiuk liad become of the spirits of these 
childreu ? you know their bodies died, but did you think' 
much of their spirits ?” “ Ah ! f/ial was tho thing made 
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A iuSnMUfAL ASBOCZiTtOK. ' 

iiic* almost mad ; 1 did uot knoir. T tlioiiglit, perhaps, 
OIK* <Ic\ il took oue, aud another took another; or, per- 
Jiap'< they were gouc into some bird or boast, or somc- 
Ihnig. /did not kno>A, aud 1 used to think aud think, 
until iny heart aos/oo of sorron. aud 1 ('uuld not 
hr<rr it.” “ iJnt, Ainoh, you do not look so sorry now." 
Hlie exclaimed, '■ Sorr^ now ' oh, no, no ! Wliy 1 kiiutr 
jiow where my cliddrcu arc; they arc with Jesus. ] 
liavo learned that Ji^sns said,' SuAbr the little elnldrcn -to 
couie unto me, aud forbid them not, for of such is tlie 
kinedom of heaven.’ My sorrow is aU gone now; 1 
(MU hear their uot being with me; they arc happy with 
Uiii), and after 41 while 1 shall go to Ilim, too; and this 
<^Ir], m,> Julia, and my husband, too. SiuecT have lyamcd 
this'Cliii&Uan religion, luy heart is iifl joy, and I liavc 
lelt ofl‘ weeping for my children. Julia goc"* mcry day 
to the bclioiil here, and can read a little; aud will, 1 hope, 
soon li’..ru moic.” 

Hli(‘ thanked me for oQ'eriug to lake her . but hoped 1 
would ci-eusio her sending her, os she was '• her only one.” 
How often do bereaied ojich, who liave the light of 
the (jobpel, forget how much they owe to it for twery 
gleam of hope that bliinua in npou ilie gloom of the 
grau*' The lieaihcn mother cllug^ to lur babe with 
iidtnre'b btrougobt aU'oetions: but when il dies she lias 
no liupe, none for hcrseltj none for bci' babe. She knows 
not Ilia name who brought life aud iuimortallLy to light>t 
—no, all is dark, daid^. ab heathenism; what in tliis world 
ean bo darker? Shall we, thou, keep the light to our* 
selves, aud make no effort to give light to them who sit 
in darkuess, and in the shadow of death ? Ho, rather 
let us delight to take light wheroer we ran; and if only 
il beam of comfort and light is thrown ncrosb the grave of 
Jicr little ones, so as to comfort one beroai ud mother, it 
w ill uot ha\ e becu labour lost. 

u 2 



INFLUENCE OF MOTHEES AND WIVES. 


A FBi£}n) lately seat us an address, delivered by a 
clergyman to a band of mothers; we liked it so well, that 
we have gathered up some of its thoughts, over which 
young mothers and wives will do well to ponder. 

“ Mothers,” said the speaker, “ arc the most important 
cl^ss in society. Agontlomau once said, at n meeting of 
young men, ‘ You may depend upon it, a man may do 
almost anything if he has his wife to work with him; 
hut very little indeed, if she is against him.’ What an 
important class, then, arc wives uid ipothcra! Lord 
Bacou^ when au old man, addressed a number of young 
men, and before he comroeueed speaking, he made three 
bows, saying, ‘I dare say you wonder to whom and for 
what I am howing; it is to you young men, and it is in 
consideration of the important j)03ilion you liold. We 
old men,’ ho added, ‘ are going off the stage of liil* j but 
in you young men I see the next generation ; what you 
are, this generation and the next also will become.’ 

“ Now, if Lord Bacon made Ins three bows to the 
young men because of the influence they cicroiso, 1 thiuk 
I may vrith greater reason make three bows to mothers, 
for your influence will extend to generations yet unborn.- 
The mother gives the character to the whole household; 
if she is untidy and dirty, the children in the family will 
be the same; and the husband will soou come down to 
the habits of the house; on the other hand, where there 
is a tidy, cleanly, industrious mother, her influence and 
her habits are soon seen in her clean, wcll-ordorcd chil¬ 
dren, and her husband ‘is known-in the gates’ by his 
nice appearance. Ilia clothes will show the^ axe needles 
and thread in the house, and fingers which know bow to 
use them; his clean, nicely-ironed shirt tells us there is 
some one at home who has a regard for his respectable 



ijujfer ar g ip tv -arotbns 'ax)» irtm. 209 

appearance. Then there is the house, so clean and tidj, 
the Queen hereelf would not spoil her dress bj resting on 
one of the chairs; the windows, too, are clean, and the 
nice wlute curtains and the pots of flowers look so com¬ 
fortable. If jou go up stairs, jou find the satne cleanli¬ 
ness and neatness; everything in its place, up-stairs and 
down; and the back kitchen as tidy as the iWtnt. When 
father comes home, he is proud of his clean aud tidy- 
house; ho sees no homo more comfortable than hisowu: 
that is a great matter, is it not ? 

“ TVives sometimes say that husbands arc apt to tell 
them other -wires are more tidy than themselves; but 
such a wife and mother as the one wc have been looking 
at, __can answer her good man, if ho should bo*out of 
sorts, nud smile behind the stocking she is mendiug, say¬ 
ing, ‘ Well, John, go and see if you cun find a house 
cleaner aud tidier than your own; but mind, you must 
not have your supper till you have found it out.’ 

“^ow, what -will the chUdreu of that tidy, cleanly, 
industrious mother bccomoP They will not be afraid of 
-water and soap and brushes—no, nor of -work either, 
fou will see one scrubbing the stairs, another mend¬ 
ing frocks and pinafores—all will be tidy and busy, for 
there is a strong instinct in our nature to do as wc see 
our parents do. Veil, but if these things arc true as to 
temporal things, is it not still true that the careless, 
ungodly mother will liave -wicked children, whUo the 
pious, consistent. God-fearing mother will have children 
treading in her foot-prints ? Do ve find families of 
children, who never hearof Jesus or of their duty to God 
and mail —who never see or hear a mother pray—do 
wc find such families serving God P Certainly noff; 
one poor, little neglected child here and there, from 
such families, may be led to Jesus by a pious Sabbath- 
school teacher, or some Christian friend; but no thanks 
for this to the guil^'mother abd father—they will have 
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to answer for tlioir neglect of parental duties just ilio 
same, wlien all tlie ‘ deeds done in the body ’m dl ri'ccive a 
reward. A pious, praying, consisleiii niotlier is glad and 
thauhr'ul to a\.irl bertelf of the help of the Sabbath- 
school teacher, that her children may early Irani tlio Vkiil 
of God, and get that knowledge of the Scriptures whieli 
may mtike tbein wihc unto Mlintion; and blu* h;is every 
good reason to hope that her f.imil), tliiib ti.iiucd, will 
bo her eouilort in life, and her jo^ in lur bcavenli 
home. 

“ How might)' la a mother’s iuUuence fur good or cvi'! 
An olheer in the iiaiy was ono day bearing testimony to 
this iiiilucnce; Jio wa'- relating some friglUful seencs he 
had w itiiebbcd, of men dying of cliolcr.!, and of the olVoetb 
of Mce, but he ever found an appeal to the romembnmee 
of the mother a reason why the sou should return to a 
better state of life, and di'prccate bad ways and bad lan¬ 
guage. Sometimes, when his ears wen' pained bi profane 
words, he would bay to the individual thus disgracing 
Itiinself, * What a bad mother \ou must have had!’ The 
answer has immediately been, * My mother never tiiuirhl 
me tliatand then would follow, in an altered tone. 
* Oil! I wish I had followed what bhe tfiW teach me.’ 

“ A very powerful iiifluonee of love is recorded of a 
deaf and dumb boy. The father, unhappily, was given 
to dtiukiug; and often, when under tliis^icc, would vent 
on the poor child liib auger. The mother always came to 
his help. The most mihappy scenes olten arose in the 
family on bis account. At length, it was decided to remove 
him to an asylum a here he might learn to read and write. 
The day came that he should leave; and when lie under¬ 
stood that he was to be removed from liis mother, the 


poor little fellow clung to her, and made a most despiTate 
tight; hut he was overpowered and removed. Advantage 


was token of this strong attachment to, his mother, and 
used 06 the means of leading the unruly boy to better 
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liabite. ‘Whcn’lie did wliat was right, ho was-told, ‘ That’ 
irt like your uiothorwheu Avroug, ‘ That is iinhKe your 
mother.’ Once only did the poor mother come to roo 
her hoy—diRcnse aoon carried h<*r to the grave. On 
ihat oeniaioii, the other hoys made their dumb Rigus to 
rIiow Hint they knew it was his mother, the liU'ne‘«% 
being ro Aery great. 

*' WJieii he learnt that luK motherAA'ab dead, he niani- 
^l'^led liie mo.st iuteuBc gritT; hceamo quite nn altered 
ehameier. loved to ho alone, and Roeiued alwayH lost in 
1 bought. Shortly, disease begau to ninuife.Ht itself in his 
liiiigB—tho diseaRc* of AA'hleh his poor mother died. He 
uaa taken bomb: Ids arrhal there was dreaded bv his 
Lri'otiiersi ami i^pecially an his motimr Asa« 3 io\n 

eoue. ]3ut to tlndr astonislimeut lie was entirely eliauged 
in Ills eharaelcr. Tiicro was a genllouess iiiid .kinduehs 
in ItiH look, which showed tlial his heart .had been 
allbelcd. Him dihcaso rapidly iiiereasi'd. One day, he 
.tsked fur a looking-glass, and iiller lixing his ryes on 
it for soiQO time, lio kissed his own image most pa»- 
sioiiately, and burst into tears. When his friendR askeil 
him Avhy ho cried, he replied by signs, ‘ They tell me 1 nni 
•lO likr her; it was not my own imago but licrs I kissed.’ 
On the uioruing of the day he died, he asked for the> 
glasB, and kept it so long that it A\a% at length, taken 
from him. He called for his slate and wrote, ‘I htt\o 
been taking this loug look at her image, that J may know 
licr in heaven.’ Mothers! your iullucnee is lasting as 
(‘terniry.” 


r-ITTLE UEXKV. 

'J'u ihf i-hlilor of '• 77«' JUnlhrn' Friml ” 

■Ma* m.AK iloiAM,—^Tlirrc is not in the 'Aliolft rniigo of tlio 
pmodiralR wliioh i| iR my privilege to poruso—a mimhcj' by 
no meaiiR iiirouBidcriible—any ihut 1 lake up witli o greater 
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* degTf.& 0 ) ploa^ure tliaii tbat unall 1>ul biglUy-iinporUnt 
work, Motlicrx' Friend. The alDia^t ovcrwhcluiii^g iu>preft^ 
ftiou tliflt i’OHts upon my miiid, witli regard to the raAlness and 
power of maUrntd inftnmre. and itb tendoney for goCKl or evil, 
botli in tho family and on society at larges leads me to hail all 
mch produetioua with delight and highly>raiK<Hl exjiootatioiis 
Most heart ily, therofoas do I wUli tluit your bright liomc-atar 
in tliu lirmaiDent of morals and lilomturc, sticli do 1 eHleem 
The Ulothe//*' Fnenil io be, may shed its hiippy and usnlul 
light Tar smd wide, through tlie eTeMiiulUpljing funiihes of 
mankiurl, 

In pniporticm «ia mother's heeomo awake to the elevated iind 
riMponsibh' situation which as mothers they orcu]\v. aud in 
proporttou <H they ar<* iustiueted in the duties of liieir ^'higb 
vocation^ may we Uo))e that tl>€ liumiiu fumilf ni laige will la* 
hoaclitjal. * 

Observing, from time to time, that ^otue of jour pag<'^ eou 
taip aecomits of little eliihlreu, who in tlu' very luid of their 
being aretrtiu|plui)ti'd to viewless worlds the iinmortnl M»il of 
Hpints,—it* cieeurrrd tcMue, that i>erbaj>s tho following sle^rt 
narrotive of eventn, w]m*h eume under my own iioluss and 
wliieh I will eiideavour to give m iLs few worus ii*> possible, 
would not hu unsnitubh*. 'J'iie aecouiit is that of n little boy, 
a pupil of uiiue, who died, I ma\ say, liuunplianlly, jdVn a 
few' days illness. 

The ih*sl liine that I saw Henry was at the Infant Seliool, 
and I then thought tliat there was noujelhing niou* than 
asunllv striking and iiitercHting about him* J*hne wus, 
mdoed. in htb <mUre appearaiiec, a beauty that could ]ir»t tail 
to arreat nUenjion. Yes: beauty, fruil flower thmigh it be. 
while there beats in the Iniman bosom a human soul, and 
wh)li‘ thnl ^lul is uoustitutod as it is there will I'O an irre- 
siatihlc eiiarm in beauty, tliat evcui when the LrjglU object 
itself shall have passed from onr eyes, will still leave helnnd it, 
in the v<Ty roeoUeiitiou, a Rouietiiing to inspire delight. Jnsi 
HO do T And it in the ratie before me. I ntill ga/e. or htctji to 
ga/e, on the abaoiit yet iov^id one—lii» oye dark and piercing— 
yot oi{UQlling iu tho tondenicsH of its expiussion the soflcst 
blue: his eomplexion delieately fair, and his liair a lorel} 
auburn—hut wlmt ar<' outward charuis, conjp<u*ed with those 
transcendonily more important ones whjch belong to the 
nobler port of our naturo ? In tbese Houry was not doAcieiit; 



sncm mbaA vbA S18 

)«yn)p«t})y aud benovoleueo were coa^pjeuous featuren m his 
dii«po«dtioQ. It was ozilj for Iiim to obHiaTe another in tears, 
utid he would worp too; and if auv HUlo toy tliat he pobSc^Kod 
wodid romovc ^riei troui a schoolfellow or playn).jio, tin* act 
sidf-denia) \\a^ rliotndully jH>rft>rmc<L 

To his uioUier lio cli'uwd with the tondcivst rr^rd* and 
osiK^mlly if he saw ]i«r iu trouble; he a'lUld ^Uno to romfort 
tier, hj tolling her, with true ohildisli s]in}diojty, y/hal he 
vioidd do for luTwhen ho grew a men. Su'i'Ct olnhl .far other 
n^gious tbnn tho>u of earth, 90 drlugoil tsith tlu* tioublnus 
>^<bMsof siu and woi% arc dentiued to lioliohl th> uianliood's 
bloom, even now arc the yvry footsteps of thj rlnldhood 
prinfi*d 0)4 iho rlu'Obliold of h^^aveu. Mon» of l.ittle lleniy 
iicst mooK). 


HUMBLE MEANS KOE MIOIITY ENDS. 

No. n. 

|y nu uppor chamber of a largo buildiag enl at mid* 
uiglii a young inim intejit upou his etudies. Tho stamp 
of hitellcct was ou bis high smooth brow, and the lire of 
tiionght and gcuius in his eye, (yet tlioac' eyes were 
iu great danger of being dimmed and strajiied beyond 
(uduraueo by too protracted work.) The youjig man 
u student of theology, and night afler night did he 
>ii cons liming the midnight oil, and Ids health and 
strength as well. Ho w’os ambitious of distinction as a 
learned divine^was he as much eoncerued to he a holy 
t^'hriPtiaa minister? Of that wo cannot judge. Tho 
•light grew chill—the student’s firo burned low—he 
must go down for more fuel, or give up his labou)*s for 
lljai night. The latter olteruativo was not to be thought 
of, so he started to go down to the yard. 

Dcsecndiijg to the boll of tho second story, his steps 
u ere arrested by the sound of a voice engaged apparently 
In earnest entreaty* Ho stood still, ft was a woman^s 
voice—tho voice %f aoul-felt prayer. The young man^s 
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feet refused to move—be stood and libioned to tLat 
fen'ent plea. “SucL a pi’u^Ti*,” lie said iii sifter years, 

I nci'er heard before—1 Lave never heard aiiice. To 
such an Jiiipiiasioued outpouring of the liuinau soul 
before ils Jlaker; to fcuch fer\id and unfeigned sup- 
])Ucatious for the ijiiril of God to n^iio upon the Li'ni-tb 
of sinners; and such Iminblc acknowledgmeulb of sin 
and niinorthinesB as pourt'd upon that midnight 
air, it ib holdoiu one’s privilege to listen. The billmnicc 
of that pnijer is upon me sUll it has neM*r h'ft me. 
Tlie })leader knew it not, but from lur lio.iii to mine 
there came a power wLieh has followed me through life.’' 

Bui who was ihut midnight pleudirFv The sludeiil 
made diligi'iit m(]niri| the iie\t da^, and he Kaiued that 
there hud slept a stranger wriUiiit those wulls tlie night 
before. That straiigiT was a nicssenger from God to 
liini; but outwardly sL* was only a poor, frieudlc'-b. 
fipning gill: she had gone her way now to toil ehi- 
where. I'tior i\l«ri !—1 kjiow not Silietliei- she i''now 
alive or di’ud, but thi'' 1 do know (aUhougli she knew it 
not. and never could hue believed it, had one told htr 
the tale), Ihrongh the Isilints and piety of one of the 
most honourable an I o.'tx‘pmed dignitaries of the Chnivii 
of Chris-t she is still doing hoc iluster’s work in the 
world. Uoubtlesh, poor Mary was perniitted by the 
“ Lord of the vinej arJ,” to do much other worthy work 
for him; hut if not, tho prayer to which the stiulent 
listened in that midnight hour, and which warms the 
heart and btrcngtheiis the faith of the devoted and influ¬ 
ential doctor of divinity, is a sulficicut and ever-active 
witness for licr, that her life, bidden and lowly as it was, 
was not in vain. The desire of her heart was given her, 
for although she knew' it not, eho was a mighty and a 
snccessful labourer in the service of the Lord, 



21(f 


(7lll:::VT EESULTS FEOai SMALL CAUSES. 

A r5i\.vKi-T.Rn Uiroagh a iliiMty nuul 
StiVNvcd ae<>rus ou U>« L‘a, 

And out: took root and spronlefl up, 

Aiul g>*ow into u tree, 

Jyjve sought ite shade ut ev^oiiug lime, 

To hi'cathc* its ciuJy tovh ; 

\i\A Ago\M)» pleased, in hc^its oi* noon, 

'I'o lm^k hoJUUitl) its honglis; 

J )jp ilormouKO Joyed its deugUng 
'I'he birds kwcoI. ifuihic boro, 

It sloi%d a glory iu its place. 

A hhs&iiig evermore! 

\ llulo spring ljud lost its way 
Amid the grass mKlfnni. 

A passing stranger sr4»opcd a \ro]j. 

When* weary tncii might turn. 

H(t walioil it iin and iumg wirli cavr 
A ladle ut llio brink ; 

1 ie thought not of tlio deed ho did, 

I>ut judged that toil might dnnlt. 
lie jMtHsod again, aud lo ! the nell, 
lly suniUHTS newr driciL 
Had cooled too thousand patetiod tougnes. 

And saved a life bosule ! 

A dt*oamor dvot^Kal a i^udoiu ths>ugli(, 

"JVas old, and yet Twas new— 

A simple fancy of the braiu, 
lliit strong in being Iruo. 

It shoijo upon a genial mind. 

And, lol its light hceoiiio 
A lamp of liib, a bcucon ray, 

A mouitovy tiiuiic. 

'riie tliougUt was small—its issut^ great, 

A watch •lli'e on tho It ill. 

It sheds Ihe radiunco f(U* adoun, 

And <*heors tlm valley still I 
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A namelfSB man amid Uie crowd 
Tliatihronf'ed tlie daily mart, 
li’t fall a word of hope aod lore, 
Uustudiod from tlio boart 
A whihpcr on (lie laimilt tlirowu— 
A tnmsitory breath— 
it raisiHl u hrotlicr frora the dust. 

it Raved a nonl from death. 

O genn! 0 font! (> word of 1ot«‘ ! 

O thought at raudom cast' 

Ye were but little at the 
But mighty at Die lai>t 


A MOTllEE’S INFLUENCE. 

** And can a t<-ud(>r mother iLire 
To he und bteal, and eurbO and swear. 

And lead her children on to hell, 

Wla-re demon sjariU ever dwell P” 

Fas be it from old Anthony to think tliat his reailcrs 
in general aro gwilty of auch abominations as an* here 
described. As he hopes he knows Homothing of the human 
hoari, he cannot withhold tho solemn truth that in his 
daily walks he has found, to his great sorrow, mothers 
whose words and actions prove that they are guilty of the 
one, and have not refrained from the other. Now, it is 
in hopes that tins little messenger of truth, beming as it 
does in every page so many faitliful warnings, and so 
many bright onoourogements, will fall some day or other 
Into the hands of such parents, that bo has ventured to 
speak of the inducnce of such conduct on those whom 
God has entrusted to their care. 

It wis |)ut a few days ago, as T passed along a busy 
thorough&re, I saw a girl about fourteen or fifteen years 
of age,' of wretched appearance, tom oat of a byo>street, 
and cross the road to a Urge building opposite. Her 



ilress was all tattered and tom, ber hair uncombed, and 
her flesh looked os if it had not seen soap and water many 
a long wccL As she stepped from the pnvemont to the 
road she displayed a count^iai>cc of no placid or pleasing 
appearance. The knitted and frowning brow, and the 
curled lip, showed too plainly to be mistaken that a spirit 
of anger and wrath, like some gathering tem 2 )eBt, sw^d 
her bosom. 

Just at t)ie moment when she passed noar(.‘st mo, her 
opened Ups proved she wiw no stranger to the awful sin 
of swearing; and whilst 1 stood, following her with the 
eye, wondering at tho depths of sin into which go young 
a person had fallen, at the iiainu time praying that God 
would reach her lieart, a woman of like dirty appearanco, 
and who evidently was tho mother, called after her with 
awful iiiipi-ecations, assuring hor of tho sad puiiishmout 
in store for her if she did not boston her steps in the 
errand she was on. 

“ Well,” thought I, **no woudor that a child should bo 
guilty of such profanation, when sho who ought to have 
set hor a brighter and better example acts thus.” The 
evil lessons wlucb are taught by such motliers can never 
fail in having their unhallowed influouco in the future 
habits of the child. Cmi we sow weeds in our gardes 
and cv])oct flowers ? Con wo plant thorns m our field 
and expect wheat ? Neither can a mother expect holy 
fruits wlien she is sowing unholy seed. "What says tho 
Scriptures ? ** What a man soweth that shall ho reap, 
ilc that soweth to tho flesh, shall of the flesh reap cor¬ 
ruption; but he thi^ soweth to the Spirit, shall of the 
Spirit map life everlasting.” What says experience ? 
Look around you, mothers, and you will invariably find 
that just the instructioua which are imparted at home, 
will be sure to discover themselves in corresponding fruits 
abroad. If so, take caro lest you are setting an example 
before yoiir cbildi%n which in after-dayi shall bring about 
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Ibeirxuia, and jour luiBcrj and disgrace. Onlj ibink for 
a moment bow dreadful will be jour refleetionb, through 
never-ending ctemitj, if you aro found at last nut only 
unholy yourselves, but the cause of tbo uuboliness of 
your children. With what horror will you then look 
back on your past folly, and know that through the iullu- 
ence exercised over your children they learnt the way of 
evil, aud now you aud they are lost for ever P ]3e wise in 
time. Go to the strong for strength, and He who sits 
supremo ii\ the uuivcrbc will shiue iuto your hearts the 
hope of glory; and the iuilucnce then thrown around will, 
uudor ihe hlesbiiig of God, tend to bring nil }our family 
to Him who is able aud williug to save in the uUerinost 
all that e.il! ujion Him. 

Oi.J) Antiiom’. 

VAGH OUI4 YOVKG J-'KIlilXIJS. 

XU£ TAlLOB-aiUD. 

Waio makes all Iho birds’ nosts ? They do nut grow 
ou tho trues. Surely every child knows that birds m.ike 
their own ucbts. Some arc made of wool and leaves; 
others of cluy, slicks, or feathers. All hii'do do not 
make their ne.sls iu tho same way. jilaiiy oi'c built on 
trees and hedges; others iu tall grass, oj* iji tho corn; 
and some on the roofs of houses, or iu theehm'ch steeple. 
The birds have no tools but their own little heukh aud 
feet; but w ith these they form their pretty and neat 
nest-homes. 

There is a little croaturo known as ihe tailor hii'd, aud 
it is so called &‘om its mode of inaldug its ncst. It is 
formed of long IcaNcs, which arc bowu as if with a needle 
and thread. The needle is tho sharp beak of tho bird, 
and the thread is flno grass, or pieces of cotton which 
it finds. It evc3i makes a knot at the end of ihe grass 
to prevent the stitehes from coming'undone. It doc» 
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its work very neatly. The neat ia made at tUo end of a 
branch, \\here it rocks about like a little cruiUo. It is 
lined Mith soft wool. The tuiloisbiid is a tiny tliiug; 
some are not ranch bigger than a largo bntierlly. It hs 
little, ami clever. But >^ho made it so ? Ho who made 
nml <;aYe us not only bodies, but souls that shall 
live ibr ever, And whilst ho carca for all eroatarra 
tluit have life, lie ranch more cares for ns, for wo are 
of more value than many birds. Tor us Tie gave His* 
Son, tliut we might through Cufcli in Him Jivo in 
hoavou. 


TiIK iniSirKMUiUANTS lAMKNTtTO ills 

T)KPARTK1> WIFE. • 

''['j*. hut a s 1 i»|k 1 owu ytuider iious 
Vnd Ihi 111 tie elumdi st.uaK near, 

1 hiMlinrcli uheie weieviod SJiin — 

I MM' the' jiio' fioiu hde. 

!5uf the qmveyaid lies 
Aiul lay sti‘p tnu»l)l break vhu‘ lesl. 

J'bv V\v I.ud Jim, dailuig, down to nlieji 
>Yilh jour hahv on jonr breast. 

r Ml V r\ lorn ly uoa AHry, 

For tbe |>om nniko \io new friends: 

I bit oh ^ tlu'^ love the In tier still 
♦ 

I he Jew our J‘rt(lier scuds! 

\ml >ou wcio all J luid, Mavv, 

Mj blessing and niy padc : 

Thero’^ nothing left to euro tor now, 

Hnioe iJiy pcnir Jlaiy died. 

Yonrs was tho good brave heart, 

That still kept hoping on; 

When the trust in Uod had loft ray soul, 

And my onu's yomig strength had gone 
There was comfort ever on your lip, 

«Uid the kind look ou your brow; 

I bless yon.^Moiy, for that same, 

Tlimigh you cannot hear luo now. 





l Gallic you &r your patient smile, 

Wlien your heart wae Ht to break— 

Wljcn tbo hoDger'pain was gnawing t1ierc» 

And you hid it for my soke' 
r bless you foi the pleasant word, 

Wlifu your heart was sad and eoio— 

Oil * I ni thankful you are gone, Mary, 

Whore giii.4 oan’1 reach you more. 

V T1 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTA 




TBV£ flAFKIT. 

Wotru) we be s&fo from evil, and quiet from tlic fr 


I, 


of it, let religion always rale ua, and the word of God I 
OUT couust Uor. Tliat is the way to dwell sai'cly in Hut 
world, and to bo quiet from the fear of ONil in iiio uc\i 
If we moke religion ourbusinesB, God will make it out 
blesBodnoss. 


IFTLUXNCn. 

'hiue passes onward wiUi iclentlisb wing, 

And actioua loo, like time may seem to p.i'^s, 

To jiass and V no nioii , hut 'tib not so, 

Koi influcnct h\fs Andeveiy arl, 

Emotion look, (uid woid, iiiakeb influence toll 
For grKid orrMl, Imppmc&s or woe, 

Thiough Ujc long fiiture of eternity * S B. 


i, GOOD SXAKPLS« 

A gentleman was asked one day by a iHend, Ilow li 
kept himself from being inrolvod in quarrels U 
answered^ ‘'By letting the angry person have all 
quarrel to himself/’ ^ 


NOTICES QF BOOKS. 

iSktriet Sandfyrd, ike Peniienf Tkirf» London: The Bool 
,, Bodely. 

^ Anw^'UtUe wbric for Uds ind yoong men. 

^ P. London: The Book Soctety* 

,^KsRstt|e of a sweet litUo child. 
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“ I M VKK ONLY TIIE UOTJUS THAT 

TiiDB Bpttlve (he Italkn 8 Q]i*dul; lot it t««eh us a qsc> 
lul as will as a very beautifUl lesaon Alas ’ how many 
reiucinber Jays of eloud and shadow ovtr, forgetting 
altogether the hours that shine. The ercniug of flfty- 
soi ou IS bnuging its shadows over us, it aeoms only 
CbttrJaj—dots it not ?—the aioming of the nciv ytar 
.uutdr Ytt what mighty m/luencos have been pvt 
rtli ioi good and eiil since we hailed the last Xew 
tar’s daj ' Jfow many happy circles commenced thtjr 
ouiDCj logtll.fr this year, who ore now scattered over 
sca a'ul ItUxl—field and flood’ How m&ny deaf ones 
li.ivc iillon beneath the murderous hand and rccklces 
I nfi oil iig liOiii t of tho savago Bopo), and rest m the b'U]> 
worthed Und of Indu’ And some—i08,uiauy we tan 
miiitbci m our own beloved coimtr}—have cros^ied the 
dm t ij\< r, to be seen this side its hanhb no more. 

\cl .u, im sliall bthohl Uitin 
Who U)V( d u'' wlult ou taitli, 

I tiofcfh t]K> now clnell in k inni)''Uiii 
\iii) si.iuiKUd H 1>rj.,ht 1 ficutli. 

On litUbiiuw iiiait then ahwiivo 
t KiiJi tiiL losing limi > hold b<iiidi 

l.ul we tlidh tilt si^h (t baduess 
S —ih t u ui a ht itei land' 

(.hluib thfic arc in our home circles who ha\e not 
' ..ui) sliiuuig hoiu h to mark—travellers weary and worn, 
'Adcd mill div^t and iunc-canb, suiTeting Irom many 
uMs, niid they whisper to us, as wc try to eorafar& 
eiu—“ I am alnost home, wlieic theie bholl be no dark 
jui>, fur tlieic 18 no night there.” Others, again^ aoe< 
looking loi Wdid with the halo of life’s early soAsbinB 
Ihtm, Bsjing to UB—“We shall have <mly hours 
'•’line to m«k.” ^las ’ for you, dear ones, — too 
know the ehadowe msy fall before noon; hut 

voii X. y 
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—hope on, the shining hours will last as long as thef 
are good for you; then, when tbo shadow does foil, you 
may look beyond, where your sun shall no more go down. 
Ah I many hare been heard to bless the heavenly h'ather’s 
hand, at the end of the wilderness, more for tho shadows 
of life than for the hours that shine. Some we bear 
saying— 

“Host! O gho me lest, 

Fur from the cuios of coith, 

Wlieio 80110W, piun, aud death 
l^ursue lib hoin our hirtlu 

" Giro me a home ou high, 

In a land of ceu^oleb^ love, 

Where dear oncb never dio— 

Give me a home above.” 

• 

But let 08 be thankful for sun and shadow, and u hile 
the cloud rests on us, do not let us forget the briglit days 
of life, and the blessings our Father has given us. Life, 
indeed, is not all bright and beautiful, but it is neither 
wise nor grateful to look for ever on the dark portions of 
the picture, particularly while warm, young,'ardent spirits 
are watching your every change of countenance, and 
inhaling from it either sorrow or joy. A motlicr’s 
thankful, hopeful, joyous heart beaming in her smile is 
sure to make her home happy, notwithstanding there 
may be some blighting influences ever around her. 

But while wo review the past year, let us ask—have 
wa wisely employed all its hours and opportimities ? 
How have we passed our time and directed uur energies ? 
What success has crowned our efibrts ? Have wo been 
instrumental in imparting instruction to the iuguiring— 
warning to the careless and erring—consolation to the 
■orrow-stri^en—and aid to the anxious young mother ? 
Uay the la^t day declare that wo have not laboured in 
Tain'? Wbat record have days and months borne to 
heaven agianst the mothers of our favoured land t* Some 
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have rcceirod a loan from our Kearcnlj' Father’s hand— 
a precious trcasiire, helplees in tears— 

“ How soft the rare, how sweet the song 
0 ( her who tendetU all day long. 

With clieorftil liaud and gladsome eye. 

Each little want and every rty— 
htcinly singing Intlahy! 

Here bits woman with her crown, 

Hero she lains her kuiduess down; 

Here bhe shows, witli wondrous art, 

All hc) power to mould the heart; 
litre as wife and motlier ahods * 
lU'iivonly hnghtiiesb where sho treads." 

Haro we all fulfilled the duties obligations de¬ 
volving on ua ? Have mothers been faithful in imparting 
instruction and in cultivating aright itho minds and hearts 
of thoir cliildren ? Have we during f ho past year failed 
to influence those over who'tn wo Aoo'^ower, but who 
have now lost their way ? Fearful thought I—Have you 
led any wanderer towards homo who mourned a clondod 
path ? 

“ 1 havo lost my way,” flaid a weeping child j I want 
to go home !” the tears fell thick and fast on her littie 
hands. A friend led the little lost one home, and sweet 
it was to witness the joy of porents and child. “ 1 htfTS 
lost my way,” said a young man, “ in the deep labyrinths 
of life; my feet wander in strange paths—the fruit which 
I had so fondly coveted, liko the apples of Sodom, has 
turned to aslies 'jn my lips; memories of my glad prayer¬ 
ful childhood come sweeping over my soul—I have lost 
my way, and I want to go home.” The sweetest tears 
shed aro those of penitence; some of the noblest st^w 
takon are those which retnm from wanderings. A 
greater than a fttheris or a mother’s love waits to i<sl- 
come the prodigal; toll him so, mother, wherever you 
meet with him; speak to him—encour^e him—he has % 
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iiiotLpr somewLcro, utd &bo >^111 ilmnk ;fou on earth or 
in heaven for clcaria^ the eloadis from her son's atmo¬ 
sphere. She 'ftill thank ruu, anil he uill thaQk you, for 
loading him onward and upward. Bat hu^^ many a little 
cliiid niid lovely youth arc constantly lobing their May in 
this shadowy rale, and oo kind hand is atrctchoil nu1 to 
lead them lu the right jiath—uo loving voice wanihig 
them of perils and precipices, and enemicb, or telling them 
of the safety, happiness, and glpricb of Ihc world beyond 
tl.o grave. 

"Would that wo could persuade all the nothciN of our 
land—aye, of the world—to awaken to a sense of their 
untold intlucuco and responsibilily, and to consecrate 
themselves, body and soul, to th<*ir labour of low and 
duty; then, not til) then, can wc willingly rcbt onr pen, 
expecting that Ood would smile upon ilium—that thoii' 
childreu would be gathered into tho fold of Jesus, and 
Ttia kingdom l>o established. May our heavenly ITather 
bless our eAbrts durii^ the coming year in seeking to 
convoy tc; mothers important truths, comfort under tho 
burdens of life, and consolation in seabons of borrow; 
Dor will we, if spared, forget the dear young friends uho 
takes deep interest in our little magazine; aud may ilioy, 
toOy' be hel]^>ed into and onward in the wuy of eternal 
.Jfiile—so shall the best wishes of our lieart be nccoin- 
pHshed. 

ENCOUEAGBMEKT. 

JFur ” Tkt Biotheni* Fru nd 

It sbAu’t ba that pnjlng lvi*ath ^LaII be lu vaiu.** 

P. C. was a young man of great promise, iutuiligout, 
and Ami^do; a kind brother and a moei aiiectiooate sou. 
Mia Diotber was a widow; she loved IQm dearly, leaned 
os him, sad ever mot with a tender mpouse. ifis occu- 
patioa led him £ir from homv aud amongst stmagers. 
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Ojii> deep aniiety prcbsed on her heart—her loTcd one 
itnd not nvoued his attaclimeDl to Jeaus. Sho ceased 
not to pray for liiui. AiDietlon came on him of an alarm* 
mg oapex't. JLc returned weak and feeble to his mother’s 
house. In my pastoral duti(», I \i..ited him; he was 
quiet, uQi'ommuDicathe, and apparently disliked to bear or 
Hunk aboui death. Ilia nuxious mother oai^erly longed 
lo asc-i'rtain the real state of hla mind, oud I mentioned 
the subject to him. He merely said, in goiioral terms, 
that tin <<>stem of the Chrisliau loligiou vas familiar to 
him, b’.i; bo did not fid it. lie, huMoier, aocmed to 
•aolcome reading and prayer. J knew InMuid rocjdved a 
religious traming, and theru was in his statements a 
pleasant sofl ness that gave ho^ie he had not by any special 
eoiir.>u of cvil^hardened his heart. 1 knen, also, he had a 
praying mother—^a prajiug sister, too—and thorolbr© I 
lontnn'd to e\prcBB an ORSored hope that our gracious 
Lord would make that slck'bdd a medium through which 
lo impart p&ving blessings. 

1 waH jn'ivileged to be with him frequently, and as his 
illness jii'OgrcsHcd, Lid the pleasure to sec that lie felt 
iiiereasingly tlie evil of aiii, aud be^mo more earnest to 
obtain a sense of the SaTioui'’s forgiving mercy. Ho 
laid several weeks, during whieh our prayerv and conrer* 
pitions were evidently associated with feelings and expe* 
rieiiee ih.it asRured me the Lord was jireparing him for 
the rest above. 

Still, lie was troubled because lie was not able to spes^t 
eonfulcntl}, and set at rest his own anxieties and the ooxu 
ceru of )u9 bedoved family; that this might be granted 
became tbo spccinl subject of solicitude with all. H* 
grew very weak, aud his speech begim to &tl; hii 
techlcness inereasod—his expressiouB could be scaree^ 
understood; yef tho desirM eommaueation had 
been made. About forty'Oight lionrs before his death, near 
. midnight, lie suddenly rnlliud, and then, iot noarly two 
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hours, he ilistinctly spoke, and detailed 1;o his delighted 

had gracioual}* done for his 
soul. He spoke of his faith in Christ-^of his assurance 
of acceptanco in him —of his readiness to depart—of his 
fears lest be must have died before he could have given 
them these precious tidings, and exhorted them eamestiy 
to'see to it that they were prepared to meet him in 
heaven. This done, exhausted with the effort, he sank 
bock on bis pillow, conscions to the last, but hardly able 
to utter another word. 

How changed the aspect of bis beloved .circle 1 Com¬ 
paratively, they wept no more—their deep sorrow at part¬ 
ing with him was now mingled with notes of praise and 
thanksgiving, whilst with ardent gratitndo they looked 
up to testify that He is fiuthful who has promised—"If 
two of you shall agree on earth as touching anything 
that they shall ash, it shall be done for them of my h'athcr 
which is in lieaven. Continue in prayer and watch in 
the same with thanksgiving.” 

_J. 0. V. 

THE GOIiDEK SACEIEICE. 

Two daughters shared the lore of a young mother’s 
heart. The eldest, Julia, was a lovely child, very deli¬ 
cately formed, with regular features, clear complexion, and 
bright golden ringlets. The second was more common¬ 
place looking, with far less of the statuary perfection of 
form and feature, a paler cheek, and straight hair which 
obstinately refused to be curled. Helen’s principal 
beauty was the lovelight in her serious contemplative 
JOrne, which .was not so obvious to strangers. The chilr 
deen were (to neariyof a size, and so constantly dressed 
^like^ that many thought they were twins. Helen was 
not mudh noticed by strangers; but^many exclaimed 
.W^ulst looking at Julia—Wbat a beautiful cbildl wbat 
beautiful bair I ” 


mother and family what God 
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One (lay, iifter some fneiids liad been very lavish of ex- 
presHionfi of admiration for the child of the golden curls, 
the little Helen eauie up to her mother's side,'and with 
the 1 cars in her eyes looked np and asked, “ Mother, ia 
not lleleii’a hair pretty too ?” This was a revelation to 
the inother, and taking her up, she caressed the uzi- 
piaiscd hiiir, and told her she was equally loved by her 
I^rents. Bnt experience had taught that mother that 
she could nol prevent strangers admiring and caressing 
the one child, while they passed the other unnoticed, and 
thuM make the imo vain and the othorjsod; so after a 
severe menial struggle she rosolved to saoriilce'the ex- 
teniul bennty to preserve internal loveUnoss; and in half* 
nn-hoti’’ tin* golden curls and the straight tresses were 
hiiig side by side ui an envelope. 

In spc'akiug of it, the mother said, “ Oh, it was hard 
to cut off ihosi'.curls, for I had been proud of thorn; 
bjt when it was doue, there was little difference in the 
cliildrcu’s appearance, and people took hut little notice of 
thi'ju. Iho age of three years, little Helen was 
beautiful iu her shroud; and at thirty, Julia wears her 
('u<ls with a diiTercnt grace and humility from what sho 
Mould hu\o done bad sho never so lost them,or been 
1 .might cv'ci' to esteem others more thou herself. 


LITTLE HENEY. 

{f'oniuiiiinl from jme/e SI 8.) 

(K tt Henry di'.appefU'ed from ariiool. A few days 

cla)i<)C(l, Hud I wout in (.em*lt of my little abseut(*e. After a 
‘.hori iuti'i'vi(‘w M’ith bisiimther, i was oozulucted to a darkened 
Ijcdrooni. and ui a moment T stood beside the olgect of my 
iiKjuiiy. Hut, oh b bow changed the soene! Bis eyes had lost 
then- lustre, they yere uloacd and simk->4)is form was stiff and 
icotioulc'is—Henry was dead! I could not hot lament for one 
so lox ly and so loved; hut the following dethiis, given by his 

IT 2 
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afflicted inoUicr» came like a cordial to my heart, aod caused it 
to thrill with cmotionB of ^’Icasure which I canuoi cxpi'ess. 

« When our dear hoy ” she eaid, “ was first lakou lU, wo did 
not apprehend danger, hut hoped iJiat he would soou rvaoMw 
It was evident, liowerer, that the muid of the (diild was 
pied witli the thought of d)ing, and that it oeeasioned liiin 
much fear. It was eridont ulso, from the manner in which he 
expressed himsolf, that his foax of death arose from a fseusc of 
his unfitness fnr heaven. Alarming symptoms sodu app^aii^l, 
and death looked him in the face, nor was the dear cluld un¬ 
conscious of its approach. Ho felt and knew that ho was djing; 
hut Ids former fears wore gone, his miiid was b];ight and happy, 
ho Roomed to i)OSAc^ all the confidence of one nlroudy iii glory**' 

He desired his mother to pray to Qod for litm, and then 
sweetly said, Mother, do not weep—>1 am going homo*" A very 
djurt time before lie swootJy breathed his last, lie c.^elaimed. 

Oh i I can see such beautiful tbic^ I such bright things! look 
mother, only look r Almost in the very arUcle ol death he was 
heard to smg most sweetly, ** Soo tlju Uud She]>hcrd, 
stands," with the chorus, ** Hallelujah to Uie l4iml>," See, Ilii> 
motber said, **Henry, my lovo, you oro dying; would you like 
to go to heSTQQ Looking up in her face, while a radiant 
smile hrightoned u^) every Icaturo of his own, hi* ivi)lie<l, with 
striking emphasis, ** f am going to heaven." ITis inothrr 
turned herself away to give veni to her fueling^, and as she 
wept sbo could not help exclaiming, ** Is this uiy child who had 
such fear of death V and then again she bent forward to take 
anotlier look at her departing one. She watched attentircl}, 
hut all was motionless. She listened cugorly, but there w as no 
sound. Henry had ceased to breothe—his spin! w'us in glory. 
So sweetly did he fall adeep in Jesus, being a little more than. 
esTen years of age. 


** Vm going borne/’ said the dying chilcL 
“ Sweet mother, dry that tear; 

1 he^ a happy home in heaven, 

1/m I am going there/’ 

iiZ other mterked with much surf rise 
His confidence so calm; ^ 

Por her little one bad thought on death 
^ith tefroT and alarm* 

r 
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" Is this indeed my child," she cried, 

“ That lately feared to die?” 

“ Yes, mother, but thy child nov sees 
His Shepherd Sariour nigh. 

“ Safe in that precious SuTiouris arms, 

He now can yield his breath. 

And sweetly sing, and calmly smile, 

R’uu iu the face of death !" 

Let Clu'iKtian teachers then go on 
I'o toll their little flock 

Tlio talo of Jesus’ dying lore. 

Of peace that only rock. 

’Twill guide the infant one to hearon, 

”J'wil) cheer his passage tliere ; 

’Tmll light his dying hrow with smiles. 

If he that love but share. B. B. 

THE PABTIAX EATHEE. 

“Jack!” thundered Mr, "Weston, “was thot you 
making such a dust ? If it was, you’d better look out 
for yourself.” “ No, it wasn’t me,” answered Jack, sul¬ 
lenly. “Wlio was it, then?” sternly questioned the 
shaggy-browed father, peering frowning^y over the top of 
his newspaper. “ Leonard,” said Jack ; and Leonard did 
not deny the charge. Oh! well, be careful not to do 
so again, my son.” 

Wonderful was the change in the expression of the 
father’s face, and in the tones of his Toice; you could 
almost imagine that stout, rugged, hard-fisted man to be 
possessed of a woman’s soft and gentle heart, as you 
peeped behind that paper, after he had last spoken. 
eyes were soft now which had shot keen shafts of angec 
two minutes be0re ; the brow, but late drawn up into a 
scowl, was meef and calm; and about the mouth, juifc ; 
now so grim, lurked what could at a'toudi beeoioBik: 



TDB PATlTlAt rATHEB. 


230 

smilo or a pleasant m«ril. It was a strange auil siuidoji 
transfonnatioii. • « • * 

“ I say, Jack, giro mo these marbles. I’ve lo> t inuie.” 
** I wouH; go to father and get inonej to buy more—he’ll 
give it to !/oVy' anensered .Tnck. bending his fair voiing 
features and beauliful licad, covered with sliorl hbiiiing 
chesnut curls, toward the wiud-liarp he was constructing; 
for the l>oy had deep within his lieart a lovo fir 
for the sweet wil«l tones of nature and of art. “ Bui 
yours are prettier thau auy I can buy, and I wiut thent,” 
persisted Leonjirdj “give then to me, 5ack/’ and lit* 
t*ip^ to put his hand in his brother's puchcl. “ Be still, 
will you ? I want them myself, for I can’t get any others 
like them.” But Leonard, rinnsed to denial, pi'raeierod 
in hisetiortM, until his liot-tcmpi*red brolher gave luin a 
push which sent h‘m against a elmir, and that oicrtuvn- 
iug, Leonard fell on the thiyr at his fathe/s feet. 

“Ton ugly, hateful Jack,” sereaiucd he ; “tatlicr, In- 
pushed me with all his might, and hurl me on jiurjiu >\ 
when 3 never did a thing to him.” Vp ai<rnng th<-en¬ 
raged father, the sun-ihine all gone from his fie(—rloiui'-, 
■ darkness, and a great tempest blotting out e\ ery ru* “ 1 
suy I did’jitmoan to hurt him, but he kept tLaiingfur 
JTo time was given for explanation, as vitli a he.^■^ 
blow from that grt-at hand, and a hea^ic•e blow from that 
'tinbridled tongue, Jack was thrust heedlong from liie 
door, Tlmn the father turned to 3<eonanl, and takinc 
him tenderly upon his kne**, eoaiforted him with kind 
words and kisses. Meantime poor Jack sat without, 
erjdng bitterly over the mins of his work, demolished i-i 
'the violence of its on ncr’s exit from the house. “ I will 
wait no lojiger,” sai<[ Jack, crowding back his tears j 
ibis very night I will run away and go to sea.” 

"When the boa was missed, At# wio/AerWoumed bitterly 
lier child; but nis fatiior said, frowningly, “It is just 
%hat I eipeited from 7/fm. Leonard, my child,yea would 
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not forsake your father so P” &tbeT, my brother 

is B naughty boy, and 1 don’t want him to come bock 
home very soon.” 

And Jock did not come homo. Ho wandered for a 
short years on tho ocean, winning from strangers the lore 
which ho hod missed at home, and then went down one 
stormy uiglit to ele(‘p in an ocean grare. His motdier 
did not forget her absent son. Although she had many 
othor children, and each one was dear, it seemed to her 
sometimes that the lotione-^^ dearerthon all. Leonard 
grew up handsome, pleasant, and tall, imd tho heart of 
his father gloiiod in him. Still, was it not sttang^ a a 
looked upon this Joseph” of his affections, tears never 
dimmed his eyes, nor remorse stung his spirit, as he 
thought upon that unhappy boy, with a wronged and 
gloomy spirit, who went ^ dwelling to face the 
world alone, and whose youthful limbs and soft curling 
hair floated where none mighl weep above them. Was it 
not strange if that father had no yearning to send after 
the wauderer (the twin-brother of Leonard), who rested 
from all life’s joys and sorrows in the sunless waters of 
a foreign sea P 

THE NEdLECTED CHILD OP GODLESS 

PARENTS. 

BT Tits LITB LOJCEBTEn KBS. S. H. OOBBE. 

Cabolieb B. was tho diild of very ungodly parents, 
who not only did not teach her the truth, but would not 
bare ber instructed; and she lived for some years with¬ 
out any knowledge even of the first principles of religion, 
and so might have continned, but for little books and 
^acts belonging to the servants of tbe &mily. Her first 
knowledge that Ahero was a heaven and hcU<arosefrom 
tbe following circumstance:—She was in bed one summer’! 
evening, when, through the open door that led to thd 
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MrVant’a room, she apiod n piccp of paper wliich oxoitod 
bercarioRity. Steitltluly crerping out of bod, ahe Mcut 
to fetch the treasure, ■which proved to he a lom leaf of 
£li old hymn-book. “ Oh! Mary,” said sho to her aiflter, 
jmpmg into bod a^in, 1 haro found such a pretty 
verao; I must Icara it.” The \erae vaa from Watts’a 
'*BKine Songe.” 

•• Tlierc is. licj ond liic sIcn , 

A heavvii <>r,|Ov nud lore 
And hot) ehildra,whendic\ du', 

Go to titatnoild .tborc " 

tlio liymn, and canjfully replaced the leaf 
in *'je window, leet it should be diacovered that bho had 
Uft her bed. Bat the words remained In her memory, 
and ilUed her yemng bcort with subjects of thought aud 
joy. She wondered what this beautiful Lenven could be 
like, and often at noon went into the 
)ook through the sun, to gel a peep at its glories. When 
she was sad, she longed to bo where all was *‘joy and love 
she longed to bo a holy child, end then to die, that ahe 
Blight go there. She knew nothing of the holy character 
of God, and the ImposBibility of a sinner standing in Hib 
presence; and she knew nothing of Jesus, whose death 
and merits alouo can enable tho sinful child lo iuo<.>t lluu 
in glory. But it was a fiat step, and it led on to greater 
results than she had anticipated. 

Tine pabsed on, and another setrant had taken the 
place of tho careless possessor of Watts’s hymns, wlien, 
one day, her parents banag company, s('ut lier, after 
dinner, inta the store-room for a dish of apples. bUo 
had to pass through i^e serrant’s room; and ou the be<^ 
she saw a kcaet, with a print on the first page, uhic 
''saecited her attention. It was the history of a yoiu' 
WMP who loved the Lord Josns Ohrlst, Und for His so.' 
-safiiered mneh porseeutiou Irou his farwy and friends/ 
.because he would not disobey Him, and conform to this 


garden and tned to 
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uvil world. Tlu« arrestud her attoiitioii, but rallier in 
the way of ridi‘-ule for liis folly iu giving up everything 
pleasant in this world: but she was obliged to go down 
atulrs, and loft the tract where she found it. nho (Wd^x 
not, however, forget it; and not being able to hnd it again, 
sh{‘. some days after, ashed the servant tn lend it to bee. 

Oh ! tbnt old tract was given me lor^ Ggo/’ ^ 
girl; “dou’t read that. I'll give you sooiethingnmeh 
prettier,” and putting a ballad into her hands she bid 
her leant that. She did so: but still was unsatisfied. 
”Itis that tiact I want,” said she again: '*d?letm6 
have it, Hannah:” so at length the girl 
child read it at first with curiosity,mingled with co--cei«pt, 
but seeing tiiero were many references to Seriptura, she 
resolved to find a Bible, and see if it was all true. Por 
though the Bible was not read in the bouse, she yet knew 
that it was God's word, and all true. There she foond 
the confirmation of all that \he tract told her of Jeeus, 
0 . .d of the blessedness of those who believe in Him, and 
love Him, and sufier fstr Him. 

Many were- the steps by which Ute Lord led tliis poor 
little one to himself; but these were the first instra- 
ments used. A hymn-book and a tract given to two 
godless servants, who despised and threw them aside; 
yet were they not lost, for they led this dear little one to 
the knowledge of Jesus, to the hope of hearmi,- 
and to the conviction that His truth is worth sofiering 
lor. She has since kniywn what it is to suffer few Hfe 
sake : and when she told the writer her simple st<HT, abe- 
had b^n cast out on the wide world by an ungodly 
parent, who hod long persecuted be in his hoaae, befonS; 
'le cast her &om it; bat she soon found a happy kotto^. 
ind honourable service for her Usster, in the bouse -pi^. 
jk>ua Cbristian^enda, who loved her fbr the s^e tUT 
Him for whos^aiiso she had been oast out by hsr^ewfl 
friends. - 
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GATHEB THE HONEY. 

Aa the 1)usy bee flits in the sunshine firom flower to 
flower* gathering all ,the honej, forgetful of the dark, 
cold days of wintor, so let us enjoj the mmj mercies 
we poBseBS now. We are told bj our Divine Master to 
*take no thought for tho morrow—suiEcient unto thd 
day is the evil thereof.** Still, bow many of the troubles 
hwe are anticipated ones—many of them norer arise. 

But some mother may say, “ There is ro honey in my 
. TKibh^^iT^e.is a dark and weary way, all things are 
Cgamst me.*’ Look up, thou troubled one, there is com- 
^ flat £ca> thee. There is one above (and ob 1 if yon know 
him not, let me entreat you to seek Him), wbo is looking 
Upon you with a loving Father’s eye, and saying, “ Cast 
thy burden upon me, for 1 care for ihoc.” 

Is there no honey there ? no sweetness in Jesus ? 
Ah. then, you know Him not! Many of the troubles 
yon now possess, are but the necessary discipline sent to 
prepare you for a holier and happier state. Wo chasten 
cor children because we know that without correction tb^ 
would bo little prepared for the duties and difliculties of 
life; should we therefore murmur that our heavenly Father 
Cometimes sees fi.t to Use the rod to wean us irom the 
World, and draw us to Himself? Let us, as mothers, 
cherish a cheerful spirit; let us gather all the honey as we 
journey through life. We like to see our children happy; 
let ns set them the exsmple. Even if we meet with 
many thorns by the way, will not the remembrance of 
the end of the journey, the rest prepared for the people 
Cf God, enible us to bear more cheerfully the difficulties 
^^3( life, takkig hold continually of the predotm promise-^- 
, **” not, I am with thee ; be not di^nayed, I am thy 
: ’«odP« ‘ 


Ekxa. 
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. FBAGMEN^S FOB SP^ MOMENTS. 

THs JoimirsT or ltfs. 

Tik thousand human heinga set forth together on 
* their joumef. After ten ^ears, ono third, at least, haye 
‘ disappeared. At the middle point of the oomiaou mev 
sure of life, but half are still upon the road, Paster 
and faster, as the ranks grow thinner, they that remoiii 
till now become weary, and lie down to rise no more. At 
threosporo and ten, a band of some foor hundred yet 
struggle on. At ninety, these have been reduced to S 
handful of thirty trembling patriorebs. 

Year after year they fhll in dimmishing nambeok. 
One lingers, perhaps, a lonely marrel till the century 
is orer. We look again, and the work of death ii 
^nished .—Jlititop Sur^est. 

A. ohtld's logic. 

One day, a little girl abdut five years old heard a 
preacher praying most lustily, till the roof rang with the 
fitrciigth of Ills supplication. Turning to her mother, 
and hockoning tho maternal ear down to a speaking 
Stance, bhe whimpered, Mother, don’t you think 
if he lived ncai'er to God, he wouldn’t have to lo 
loud r 

When you cannot have what you like, endeavour to 
like what you have. 


NOTICES or BOOKS. 


The 2taie» of the Sea. By Rxv. J. £, Cooms. Loudon: The 
Book Society. 

A bejutiftil little volnmo. Uost awAil pietsut ibr fi^bermen and 
BttUors. 

P^opl^s Ffifnde Idf3<lon: Partridgo and Co. 




A veiy good littloAonthl; newipapar. 



liN I) E X 


K fev>N*urOk to the* motber, i&C 

4 bappy avw y nr, dtixr uuUifr—m 

• • 4 • ^9 W 4 ^4 • 9 • • ^ 

A zAoibtr'M i^ui|{ vionk .. 07 

Ai'Mnmaomberinis M^riy Jtys . IIB 

A w iH* Warburloii iiDdh 6 riiJOUter, 1 !S»H 0 
iinw WDrburlim't wupd. llhl, IK? 

.. 

lUtMiuy.SO. :o. Al. HI, IIS 

a JNeimuiK ftutl fod . lul 

Bud Irlihnum. 

for tU MiTiiil.. 44 

rM'« •tyinn .1?? 

Mtom A ttlmul J7t 

IwTof Atinio \VQibiuu>a.Sie 

DmM 1of« denui . 1^7 

IfoTlrat^oumA . ii*l 

...H.*.*..* ** ***• i 

boy n&d ihf i.100 

e#PJ^“'.“:.:::::.::.::::-: ^ 

ttidJa|0 •<* SQiuU Hc^iHfiiu^ .. .... 17 

Bhrins ton hykI puying iuuib«b* .... 15 

Tteayctfcfo.. !. » 

FaaUly MrUnila—u<iaprd... dl 

fiUKT’lmO.1). 71 

Fint crota H'orO .S05 

S 'Pta/oi iparo SO, JO, 

,iiw. ISO. ] ay, i«o.i?v,m.25(^ »5 

tlie honey . . SS4 

GlMUfk •« •099^••^^•44 iOL 

Quiag to the bvaday bebvoJ. or. 

«9udii ii riKlii?... 10 

QoUra McriKe« . 030 

Gua mi minted. 141 

Good cuniplr . K*1 


»*AI 

MoOu'f’t . ' 

cluld... 

WolHidy 't lioy... ....m. iKO 

iiitl a iiiJHUtr to thnn*.lOH 

XvtiCMorbooU. SO, VI, GO, Hd, 100, ISO 

.lio, )(»0. t‘4,1,200, SSJ*, 205 

Pa$:» form yrun^ iru iHiH. $h, SIK 

i Papt r tx'wi ot a II aici i wH 1 ccims I iO, 12K 

fhl 
ISO 

m 






I 




Pikftiftl foih/r 
Putt, pruii;ut, mill fuum*.. 

Poaci*. 

Pka^wj; i&cidttM. 

Posnv t— 

A tiMi’t oflort to rrmtfotl 4Uit> 
TrvHftd IttothiT 
Birtk^y poliiiout 
^riatinn uai*iiUi, tjiivk lo that 

foUni ow . f .. ... 

Ct<nid oti till* 1it»nki*liob1 . 










17 

J5h 

4 ; 

100 


• t 


2!5 

177 


• *4 


444 ¥%• t 


lU i 


I 


.. ...... 5.‘k 

lirnJi oi Uit* lua-Omn. *Xt 

l))i«jrlioy... 

Gnal iTtiilla fnan •niaO cauirH . 
tifudeUii'iu. motiier.HkiU' 'ounmy 
lu 'luiuiury ot Mnry (OJOei 1*1111 
Intb eoup^i'i Iwiwut to hit 

pyried «ifo. 

Joy UiilallaKi> ilmrf . 

Make buU dilay juit 
Iht^Knioi? tioiy 
N bHUlIu aiOHiiigs ... . 

Tliou}fhlt oD *‘tji*)Jlb Joliu*' . IKI 

\ibK*to OAor . 'b 

Pram*. 75 

.I’m^er, the ^ntiitud td ‘piA|)li.... Wi 

pRn iTu; motb< r.11/. 11? 

' * ' Afl 

«*♦ • ittet 


I tl 


• 44 




nu 

17.1 

151 

1.17 


Qood eaty-tmilfd niriflii r. ItM ] hi^r ta ekrp ui 

Hwibfo uirnnt lor luighiy tnds IMI, SU tfojJoi Uj> uiid hit uuthi r... 1 [■'», ICO 

Hubiadt uJ Mivit...C8. $4 I Saiior't fctoiu .....II 


I miuk only Uic lioiub tlial tluiio .. SSI 

Indfon Tvv...... 102 

XufiiKUire ol tur^lirrx .md n*>et . . .JUH 
luterubtiag and cflco(u.i;iui^ letter 

thd paper. 6? 

ttfo iio tMk to I'Odd the ItUile. 110 

Ki^aen to )tfircnta . Wl 

Leaf Ql' Turniorv hitl. .Id 

Larturc by i>v IVUijpi'v...C3, oi 

Idjclit and (l^irk li<miet . hi 

Littic llrory. 211,227 

UUfo Maiy.i:<6 

^Sa, X mu with jffa iikayn, even 

imio tlir end uf (be vmhl'*. 1!t 

Slolcmal oMurl^liuTi Hjiuaghedtiiea 

motbora . mS 

Viatakm tarlier.....14^ 1GS 

MiPtlier] do you believe tb»V.)72 

ligftv'i iaflueuceA.*‘t0,1$. IM axQ 

Mollim, (Mch yoiv Wk ehllota 


8>u!i>r aon . 1% 

Sovnnjt imd mj»«B.- 41,7o, lli4 

Kt(*pmotiiei't ... •*» ...... ...... tt 

MinTOfa flower . IKi 

douany wort;. ill 

T.’utc forrcadiBi; . 01 

TVjch the little one h>Aian . HO 

11ie poor nliot oud I In* ]d6U8nv<*- 

loviDjt mtiJi'T. IK 

7oo boay...... •. •«.•.. ... •***.. 1/a 

Sicaffini tliui :,rvl«ail uiul Ldin^'. 

yet never dw.ir., .> 1 , 41, 0 ’, Pf 

Trae ttmy lur oar youii^ fi^iiids . £i> 50 

T^ro kinds nf i irlics. 5b 

i n»i«(e, ootmtbiul and parti 3J 

DoUter..Sill 

I'eefuMiiiiUi . iKI 

Whip me, bat 1^*1 ery*’.lii^ 


to Jo\ e OAO anatber ..107 | YoongmoUier 


Vecd or two more to aenuntil... 


»ii 


lie 

5^ 


J. GmhMi Bteta 31, BudUe^ntty, l/uudodv 


































































